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NOTE 

The author has experienced some difficulty 
in finding an appropriate title for the three 
stories and the two short plays which make 
up this little volume. The first appeared in 
1895 i^ CosmopoHs, the second was printed 
in a child s annual called The Parade, and 
the third was a contribution to a Christmas 
number of The Saturday Review. The 
play^ ''A Repentance y' on its production at 
the St James's Theatre, received the highest 
encouragement from some critics, and no 
understanding at all from others. Such a 
reception is, perhaps, inevitable in the case 
of an historical study — indeed, in the case of 
any careful study, whether dealing with con- 
temporary manners, or oldfashioned politics. 
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NOTE 

or eternal truths, or passing prejudices. ^'A 
Repentance'' is not about English people — 
the point of view is not an English point 
of view — and for this reason, among others, 
its spirit has been more acceptable to Spanish, 
French, and Italian readers than to those 
who, with many perfect gifts, cannot bring 
themselves to desire any knowledge of 
foreigners, any better acquaintance with souls 
not immediately conventional, according to 
Anglo-Saxon patterns. The author hopes, 
however, that the many feelings excited by 
the present war may help many to compre- 
hend events which took place^ and painful 
situations which, beyond doubt, occurred 
during the Car list agitation in 1869. The 
proverb in one act, ^^foumeys end in Lovers 
Meeting,'' written for Miss Ellen Terry, was 
founded on a French play, but the whole 
dialogue and treatment are purely original, 

August 1 90 1. 
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THE WORM THAT GOD 
PREPARED 

"And the Lord God prepared a gourd, and made it to 
come up over Jonah, that it might be a shadow over 
his head, to deliver him from his grief. So Jonah 
was exceeding glad of the gourd. But God pre- 
pared a worm when the morning rose the next 
day, and it smote the gourd that it withered." — 
(Jonah iv. 6-7.) 

CVERY night at eight oclock the Male- 
^ veres — father and daughter — could be 
seen descending into the town from their 
villa on the brow of the Downs. They 
would walk on the pier, listen to the band, 
and about ten turn homewards, usually 
accompanied by two or three acquaintances. 
Malevere gave whist-parties, to which even 
elderly ladies were made welcome. 

He was a tall, thin man about fifty, with a 
reddish moustache and imperial, and a face 
so narrow that it looked as though it had 
been pinched in a doorway. His hair was 
grey, and if one caught his eyes, they were 
blue, sly, and shifting. He always wore a 
felt Homburg hat, and, on weekdays, ad- 
mirable clothes made of tweed or blue serge, 
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THE WORM THAT GOD PREPARED 

For Sundays and church he had a black 
cloth suit. He looked like a well-bred ad- 
venturer, and a vague wit in that neighbour- 
hood nicknamed him "Herod," because he 
reminded her of a fox. No one would have 
been surprised to hear that his life had 
been a course of treachery and swindling. 
It seemed against Nature that he did not 
cheat at cards or write blackmailing letters* 
When he paid his bills every week, and 
lost, with placidity, far more shillings than 
he won at billiards, it always produced, for 
some reason, an astonishing effect. Men 
exchanged glances : they could not under- 
stand the phenomenon. They dined with 
him, and went home with a feeling that they 
might have been poisoned. But he kept 
a good table, and he gave them real claret. 
One or two retired majors started a theory 
that his cigars were drugged. The cigars 
were invariably found excellent. Then the 
solicitor's wife said that he was no more 
an Honourable than she was : that she had 
a cousin in London who would find out 
all about him. But he was, beyond question, 
Chandos FitzRewes St Amond Malevere, 
fifth son of the Lord Delapole. He was 
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THE WORM THAT GOD PREPARED 

a person of blameless career, and his family 
was a very good family. (Their names 
are on the roll of Battle Abbey. See the 
second volume of Holinshed's Chronicles.) 
Then the Vicar s wife declared that he 
must have made an imprudent marriage, 
or — ^perhaps there had been no marriage 
at all. But no. There it was, as plain 
as possible, in Burke. He was the son- 
in-law of Viscount Formay. Then why 
did he bury himself at a little watering- 
place like Gardsey ? Because he was poor, 
and because he had a weak chest. And 
why did he never visit his grand relatives ? 
Because his grand relatives were also poor, 
and spent their time visiting rich com- 
moners. Malevere's daughter — who an- 
swered to the name of Little Rat, Billie- 
boy, or Evelina — had the wild eyes of an 
imprisoned animal, and unkempt black hair, 
which she adorned with paste ornaments 
and fantastic pins of imitation turquoise. 
Her style in dressing was careless; and, 
as she trapesed through the country lanes 
in her soiled finery, strangers would mistake 
her for a strolling player out of employment, 
or for one of those girls from the county 
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THE WORM THAT GOD PREPARED 

town who could be found creeping down 
at nightfall from the railway station to 
attend the annual regatta. Little Rat's 
face was often haggard and peevish, but 
when she wore her best Gainsborough hat 
with long plumes, and her white lace cape 
(arranged from her mother's wedding veil), 
she looked very pretty, and men, as she 
passed, would turn round to see whether 
she glanced back. They were seldom 
disappointed. 

The women did not admire Billie-boy, but, 
as her father was a widower, they were not 
unkind. She had no manners, she smoked 
in public, and she drank brandies-and-sodas ; 
she would call for champagne at tea-time, 
and she painted her fine eyes. Which was 
a pity. She sat up till two or three in the 
morning playing cards with Malevere's 
friends, and making punch or cheese-ome- 
lettes, but her flirtations were conducted 
in the most easy fashion at the parental 
knee. Malevere would read the Sporting 
Times, or fumble over the pages of an 
old betting book, but he was never known 
to doze. He heard every word that passed, 
and it would have been a bold man who 
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THE Worm that god prepared 

essayed a phrase too wide in reply to Billie- 
boy's adventurous and coy advances. Little 
Rat meant no harm. She was a fool and 
she was forward, but she was innocent. 
She had never been taught by judicious 
females how to conceal her love of admira- 
tion, or how to affect a coldness which she 
did not feel. She liked men — she detested 
girls — girls were triste and spiteful. But 
at the sight of a new man she would 
display her joy with a frisking animal 
gaiety. If the new man was not sufficiently 
attentive, she would frankly sulk and put 
out her under-lip. When well-bred young 
ladies long to sulk, they sweetly simper. 
Evelina Cordelia Speranza St Amond 
Malevere simpered only at the dictates of 
irresponsible nature. 

Among the several youths who joined 
Malevere's card-parties was a young fellow 
named Lambert Montague Montgomery. 
He was the son of a retail greengrocer in 
what is called "a large way of business." 
The boy hated trade, but he rather liked 
his name, which directed his thoughts quite 
early in life toward art and baronetcies. As 
soon as he could control a pencil he wrote 
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THE WORM THAT GOD PREPARED 
LAMBERT MONTAGUE MONTGOMERY on his 

nursery walls, and once, at the age of 
nine, he climbed up on a ladder and in- 
scribed it, in an arabesque, all over the 
ceiling of his mother's drawing-room. His 
parents were awe-stricken by this premoni- 
tion of coming greatness, and when he 
finally accomplished (under the guidance 
of his drawing-master) a sketch of dead 
game hanging on a brass nail (so real that 
you could almost hammer on it), and signed 
the masterpiece — " Lambert Montague 
Montgomery," in big scarlet letters, they 
resolved to spare no expense and to make 
him a Royal Academician. A great deal 
of money was spent, biit the Academy 
never hung his pictures. The truth was 
that he could not paint. He had no talent. 
He lacked imagination — his touch was 
vulgar. His canvases were crude, flat 
things, which were wholly abominable. His 
artist friends — many of whom were eminent, 
and whose pictures Mongomery senior 
bought for his dreary, pretentious house 
at Hampstead — dared not look at the poor 
boy's daubs. They were shocking. They 
caused something like indigestion in the 
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THE WORM THAT GOD PREPARED 

eyesight The great Warboise, who painted 
Lambert s portrait for three thousand guineas, 
and the great Finch-Geddon, who designed 
a few chairs at twelve hundred pounds 
a-piece for Lambert's studio, groaned and 
grinned over the outrageous productions 
of that artless youth. He was a timid, 
good-looking lad, with dreamy hazel eyes, 
and a wistful, eager expression. One never 
•thought of his nose, or his mouth, or his 
chin. The face seemed a mere scrap of 
fleshy material. He knew he was not 
clever, but he had a passion for meeting 
celebrities and pretending to be a genius. 
He always hoped that he would go down 
to posterity as one of a great little set. He 
longed to "sit" for some god or hero in 
a fine picture. But he was not what is 
known as paintable — he lacked that inspir- 
ing quality which even imbeciles have been 
known to possess. He cultivated strained, 
mysterious expressions, and worked his eye- 
brows till one would have thought that he 
had studied the emotions under Delsarte. 
He longed to be mentioned in Memoirs. 
It was a pathetic, inoffensive vanity, and 
hurt no one. His parents were immensely 
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THE WORM THAT GOD PREPARED 

proud of the famous actresses, and poets, 
and critics, and artists who dined on Sunday 
nights with Lambert Montague Montgomery. 
He was wealthy and kind. People were 
honestly fond of him. They accepted his 
invitations, and were always glad to recognise 
his figure in a box or at a party. Actresses 
called him "Poor little soul,'* and laughed. 
In all this there was but one serious point : 
the lad was consumptive, and he was also 
very religious in a sound Dissenting way — 
two facts which seemed, in his mother's 
mind, to forebode an early death. She was 
a good and virtuous matron, but she worried 
about her Lambert's precocious indifference 
to those pleasures which she described 
euphoniously as *' like David's " — referring, 
of course, to the erring yet satisfactory 
author of the Psalms. Lambert had, no 
doubt, his story to tell, and had seen as 
much as he wished to see of life. But he 
was gentle in his tastes, and he thought 
over-drinking uncomfortable and bought 
loves ridiculous. Now, he had a terror of 
being ridiculous, and, in his soul, he hoped 
for a romantic — or even tragic — adventure. 
Wronsky was his favourite hero in romance, 
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and in history he envied Abelard. Oh, to 
be adored as Abelard was adored by 
H^loise! Oh, to have such a love-story 
that the world would never forget him ! 
Perhaps this secret longing preyed upon 
his mind — ^which was a tender, impression- 
able little mind without one scrap of wicked- 
ness or brutality in it. The family doctor 
ordered him to Gardsey (on the Southern 
coast, a pretty spot which is called the 
English Madeira), and prevailed on his 
mother to let him go there alone, for fear he 
should suspect that he was, in truth, an in- 
valid. His tortured mother suffocated her 
soul with sal volatile, and when he drove away 
to the station with Hartopp, his man, and 
a vanload of frames and canvases, she 
smiled as brightly as the sun on a funeral, 
and felt that she would never see him again. 
If one thinks about it — but one must not — 
it seems a strange thing that mothers, as 
a race, are ominously silent about the joys 
of existence. 

Montgomery was delighted with the 
scenery at Gardsey. He wrote an atrocious 
sonnet to the cliffs, and sketched a dreadful 
sketch of the view from his hotel window — 
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both of which he sent home in a registered 
packet He wrote to his mother every day ; 
and his letters, written in an affected hand 
and a trumpery imitation of Walter Pater's 
style, soon told of some new friends he had 
made — the Honourable Chandos FitzRewes 
St Amond Malevere, and Evelina Cordelia 
Speranza St Amond Malevere, his daughter. 
He had met Malevere at the County Club 
(which visitors could join on payment of one 
guinea and a half), and he had played 
billiards with Malevere — and won. And 
he had dined with the Maleveres, and the 
Maleveres were very kind to him. 

** Here, then, I shall remain," he wrote, " not as one 
who abides in melancholy by a saddening stream, a 
floral cliff, but, as one yielding to the insensible sway 
of a nature beautiful in itself, and so, for itself, to be 
accepted — yes — gladly." 

Montgomery had never before been re- 
ceived on intimate terms in any family which 
he would have described as aristocratic. He 
had the British tradesman's instinct for a 
title. He was awfully impressed by the 
Maleveres, and he cherished unutterable 
dreams of having — perhaps — the privilege — 
some day— of addressing Evelina Cordelia 
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Speranza St Amond Malevere, grand- 
daughter of Lord Delapole, as Little Rat, 
or— even BiUie-boy. It was a tremendous 
thought. Sometimes it came to him in the 
middle of the night and capsized him, as it 
were, utterly. He would feel himself sinking 
through the mattress, and anon caught up 
into the annals of the Peerage. He remem- 
bered the queens who had deigned to love 
mere men of genius. He read "The 
Duchess of Malfi" with thrills and convic- 
tion. He pored over an old Burke, and 
learnt all he could discover about eloping 

peeresses. He wrote verses to ** E a 

C a S a. St A d M e, only 

daughter of the H on. Chandos M e. " H is 

note-books were full of them. It struck 
his fancy that if he were by any chance found 
dead, or thrown out of a carriage, these would 
be nice things to have in one's pocket He 

made drawings of ** E s., granddaughter 

of the Lord De " as " La belle dame sans 

merci," as " Madeline," as " Isabella weeping 
over the Basil plant." He ended by falling 
madly in love with the object of his adora- 
tion, so madly, in fact, that his face really 
began to have something in it. It gained a 
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THE WORM THAT GOD PREPARED 

certain strength and distinction. Where 
there had been little blanks like unused 
blotting-paper, there were the marks and 
signs of a goddess's handwriting. Malevere, 
who liked but few human beings, felt drawn 
toward the unassuming sorrowful lad, and 
encouraged his visits to the villa. He had 
some idea of persuading Lambert to " drop " 
art, and enter his father's shop. Malevere 
believed that a shoemaker should stick to his 
last It filled him with disgust to see men 
of his own degree engaged in commerce, and 
the heirs of City merchants directing their 
ambition toward the amusements of the noble, 
or the elegant labours of the Bohemian. 
For the latter class he had all the tolerance 
and affection which is proverbially character- 
istic of great kings and aristocrats. He 
enjoyed the society of opera-singers, actors, 
painters, and wits. But if their birth had a 
hint of legitimacy, he called them mongrels. 
The true Bohemian, he held, was the child 
of beauty and baronial, if not royal, indis- 
cretion. He had seen the sister of an 
Emperor playing the part of Polly Perkins 
in a burlesque, and the son of a great Prime 
Minister entrancing thousands by his lovely 
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scraping on the fiddle. Lambert Montague 
Montgomery came from three generations of 
greengrocers and their lawful ladies ; he had 
been demurely educated at some horrid 
Nonconformist school, a dreadful plaster 
Gothic sort of place, with a " view " of Eton 
from the Master's study window. It never 
occurred to Malevere that Billie-boy would 
permit herself to fall in love with such a 
person. He observed, with enormous pride 
in her innate good sense, that she talked less 
freely to Lambert, and smiled more primly 
in addressing him, than when she joked and 
laughed with the other young men, who were, 
from Maleveres standpoint, better born. 
He surveyed them all as a sovereign would 
survey his daughter's equerries. He was 
not a schemer, and, in any case, women are 
usually the matchmakers in a family. It 
was not his wish to see Evelina married, 
and, least of all, to the son of a London 
tradesman. Little Rat, however, did not 
share in these patrician prejudices. She 
reciprocated the passion of Lambert 
Montague Montgomery. She knew that he 
was heir to twelve thousand a year, and she 
let her heart go without reserve. It was a 
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shrewd little Billie-boy. She did not care a 
twotenny damn for her tedious grand relatives, 
who gave her nothing, and all she wanted 
was oof and a few enjoyments. She was 
deeply touched by Lambert's shy but intense 
devotion. She had never been loved before 
— she knew that she would never be so loved 
again. Billie-boy was no longer a child. 
She had sounded the masculine soul and 
found it — for light skiffs like herself — un- 
certain. Perhaps an instinct told her that 
she was not the type of girl who appeals 
very strongly either to a man's heart or to 
his senses. Her prettiness had something 
witchlike and old-womanish ; her amiability 
was the amiability of a shrew at her best 
moments. She was amusing and lively, but 
one could not imagine her getting on well 
with one's mother — or with other men's 
wives. Little Rat read these and similar 
thoughts in the eyes of every youth who 
pressed her responsive hand. And the read- 
ing made her bitter. When she sat alone, 
she was a morbid and unhappy Billie-boy, 
full of burning chagrin and hatred and 
jealousy and loneliness. Even her old nurse 
Paulina could not love her. She pinched 
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and slapped and caressed and insulted the 
miserable wretch till her life was a burden. 

Lambert was always drunk with the 
strong wine of poetic fancy when he looked 
upon his idol. The sketches which he made 
of Evelina no more resembled that young 
lady than the Venus of evfery summer ex- 
hibition resembles the studio model, who, 
forever frowsy and forever insignificant, 
poses good-humouredly for the mother of 
the iEneadae, the darling of gods and men 
{^neadunt genetrix^ kominum divomque 
voluptas). 

Billie-boy became enamoured, in the 
beginning, of Lambert s portraits represent- 
ing herself. They were bad art, but they 
were flattering. The delighted girl forsook 
the looking-glass and gazed for hours at 
Montgomery's sketch-book. This, curiously 
yet naturally enough, established a sympathy 
between the young people. A common and 
absorbing interest in Evelina Cordelia 
Speranza St Amond Malevere as she 
appeared in water-colour drawings united 
their two fates. The poor little comedians 
learnt to love each other witli genuine 
ardour. They were Mary Stuart and 
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Rizzio; they were Tasso and Leonora 
d'Este; they were Sir Tristram and La 
beale Isoud; they were Sigismunda and 
Guiscardo. Tragedy was the shadowy 
third in all their conferences. And yet 
Malevere saw nothing of all this — nothing. 
The underlined poems, the glances, the 
sighs, the long minutes of silence, passed 
unobserved — although Evelina was the one 
being on earth whom he watched over with 
all the jealous cunning of a race notorious 
in more stirring times for its ferocity. The 
history of the Maleveres — their crimes, their 
acts of wild revenge, their daring in battle, 
their recklessness in love — formed an in- 
cessant and fearful topic of conversation 
between Billie-boy and the enraptured 
Lambert. They would shiver together, and 
long to touch hands over those true, romantic, 
often savage tales of murder, lust, and 
treachery. Malevere himself never spoke of 
these matters. Not that he suffered from 
excessive tact. He took it for granted that 
every one in the world had heard of the 
splendidly wicked Delapoles. But he was 
mistaken. The people of Gardsey thought 
little and cared less about the exploits of 
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Chandos FitzRewes St Amond Malevere's 
ancestors. The sole creature who mused 
over them all day and dreamt of them all 
night was the consumptive, love-sick, nervous 
boy whom Mr Malevere regarded as an 
exceptionally well-spoken Cockney. " He is 
not a cad," he would say to Evelina ; ** he is 
quite presentable." 

In the case of Lambert, Malevere broke 
through his iron rule of never trusting 
Billie-boy alone with an admirer. On 
several occasions he left them for half-an- 
hour or more together, sitting in the sun on 
the Esplanade, while he gave Colonel 
Hardwicke his revenge at billiards in the 
Club. Would not one opportunity have 
been sufficient for Montgomery, aged two- 
and-twenty, and Little Rat, who Wss born 
before the seventies? It was seized thus. 
Evelina always wore, on her right hand, her 
mother's wedding-ring. But her fingers had 
been growing thinner lately, and when she 
drew off her glove in order to pin up a 
flying wisp of hair, the ring fell off. Lambert, 
the courtly, kneels down in the dust (happily, 
the Esplanade is deserted, for the invalids 
have gone in to lunch), picks up the precious 
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relic. Billie-boy stretches out her hand — 
the left one. Lambert, trembling, slips the 
ring on to the fatal finger. 

** Then you do love me ? *' murmurs clever 
Billie-boy. 

Simple Lambert bursts into tears. 

" Don't cry," says Little Rat softly. '* So 
do I ! " Which was not grammar, but it fell 
upon Montgomery's heart like the summer 
rain on a thirsting field. 

When Malevere returned to them from 
the Club, they were both talking politely 
about the rules of Bezique. 

"It is seldom worth your while to save 
the knaves," Evelina was observing with a 
smothered yawn. 

A fortnight later Malevere was summoned 
up to town on business. He was the 
principal witness in a legal dispute between 
Lord Delapole and his agent. The case had 
been set down for hearing for many months. 
Two of the witnesses had died. Malevere 
was now the mainstay in the attack — his 
presence was indispensable. Billie-boy was 
entrusted to Paulina's care. She promised 
to receive no visitors, to go to church twice 
on Sunday, and to walk out for one hour 
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only in the mornings. Malevere went away 
in excellent humour. He hoped that his 
old lordship would do the handsome thing. 
He promised to buy Little Rat a couple of 
dress-lengths and a bracelet He was 
detained in town for three weeks, but Billie- 
boy scrawled him ill-spelt letters every day, 
and the time passed without anxiety. Lord 
Delapole won his case, and Chandos came 
back to Gardsey enraged by a mean cheque 
for his expenses. 

" Where did / come in ? " he asked 
Evelina, in one of his rare bursts of confidence. 
** Nowhere ! I would have said all I had to 
say for nothing and with pleasure, but to 
send me the price of a third return, and to 
have saved my hotel expenses by putting me 
up at aunt's in that cursed rat-hole of hers 
in Eccleston Square! It has all run to the 
front door and the footman. She lives on 
haddocks and porter! She offered me 
porter ! And I drank it because I could 
not hurt her feelings. But I shall never get 
my liver right again, and the whole thing is 

what I call a d d imposition on good 

nature." 

His eyes were yellow and bloodshot ; he 
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could scarcely bring himself to swallow 
Paulina's lemon and barley gruel. Billie- 
boy had never seen her father so furious or 
so disorganised. He moped in a fierce 
wrath against God and man ; he was 
suspicious of, and hated, every stranger and 
every acquaintance. Colonel Hardwicke 
called one afternoon, and, finding his friend 
Malevere depressed, began to tell him all the 
local gossip. 

*' By-the-by," said he, with a leer, ''have 
you seen little Montgomery lately ? " 

" No," snarled Malevere. " I hope he 
has gone back to his shop and his beastly 
oranges ! " 

The Colonel thrust his tongue into his 
cheek. 

*' He has left the hotel and taken a very 
tricky furnished cottage near Trinity Church. 
And they say he doesn't spend dull evenings, 
my boy, where * Paphian girls are known to 
sing and smile.' There's a young woman 
hanging about, the rascal ! Wrayburn went 
to see him the other day, and saw her gloves 
on the table by his bedside, What do you 
think of that ? " 

*' He shan't put his foot inside my house 
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again," said Malevere; **and I am glad to 
see that he has had the decency to spare us 
his visits. But I will make it hot for him. 
He must leave Gardsey. I can't have a low 
cur of his stamp bowing to my daughter ! " 

The Colonel sat making faces after the 
fashion of old gentlemen who have made up 
their minds to act on the precept that if you 
give a fool a rope long enough he will hang 
himself. He presently took his departure, 
and spent a breezy evening with his cronies 
at the County Club, talking over a scandal 
which was now told everywhere in the town 
— the secret marriage of Evelina Cordelia 
Speranza St Amond Malevere with Lambert 
Montague Montgomery. 

It is a matter of four miles from Gardsey 
to the registrar's office at Roxall. Lambert, 
attended by Hartopp, his man, had walked 
there on the day following Malevere's depar- 
ture for town, and ascertained from the oblig- 
ing officer in charge by how many lawful ways 
two hearts may be made one fool. Lambert 
chose the least ostentatious method. He 
journeyed up to London that very afternoon ; 
walked the floor all night in a dreary suite of 
rooms at the Grosvenor Hotel; bought his 
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licence the next morning, and returned, with 
a pearl necklace, to the happy eyes of the 
palpitating Billie-boy. Hasty marriages are 
not uncommon at Gardsey. Where there 
are consumptive invalids, there you will find 
death and Hymen lending each other in 
the friendliest way a helping hand. The 
registrar at Roxall thought nothing of his 
share in the Malevere-Montgomery nuptials, 
and not one man in two hundred ever stopped 
to read the names posted up behind his office 
door. But, nevertheless, an hour struck 
when the two hundred and first person 
passed by, and he it was who carried the 
news to Gardsey. He could not tell much. 
No diplomatist with the secrets of Europe 
under his tongue is so discreet as a petty 
official in a small place. The registrar at 
Roxall had but one response for all inquiries 
which he considered wide of the mark, and 
he would utter it with an air of insulted 
majesty : — ** Am I here to give informa- 
tion?" This, then, was the unanswerable 
conundrum which he addressed to that 
infelicitous two hundred and first passer-by. 
So his news, like all true news, was received 
with suspicion. No one in the town believed 
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it. The chairman of the County Council 
observed, on hearing the rumour, ** that it 
was all his eye and Betty Martin." But 
society in Gardsey was more credulous than 
the townspeople. The Club, the Rectory, 
and the Hall were disposed to accept the 
story. The Rectory thanked God that 
things were not worse. The Hall wondered 
whether Evelina would be received at Court. 
Could the daughter-in-law of a retail trades- 
man attend a Drawing-room ? Would the 
Delapole influence be sufficiently strong to 
outweigh the usual etiquette ? etc., etc. The 
Club chuckled. One half — the younger — 
thought that Malevere had worked the whole 
game with consummate skill. It was very 
good business. The other half — which was 
old and gouty, and had shed tears over un- 
dutiful children, and dead children, and 
married children — showed sounder judgment, 
and felt that Malevere was a deceived man. 
They pitied him ; they laughed at him ; they 
called him *'an ass," and were tender to him 
in a purple-faced, hoarse sort of way which 
irritated the victim to the point of madness. 
He wrongly attributed their civility to a 
belief that his weak chest would not last 
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much longer. ** Hang it all ! I can wait on 
myself," he said, when Major BuUen waddled, 
up to him with chalk for his billiard-cue. 
** I am not made of cotton wool. This all 
comes from my confounded liver. I drank a 
lot of filth in town." But the Major had no 
patience with livers, and as for chests — was 
not he himself a martyr to bronchitis? He 
hated all invalids. He was only thinking 
how awful bad Malevere would feel when he 
found out his daughter's ingratitude. ** My 
boy," said he to Colonel Hardwicke, " Male- 
vere is very fond of that little beast. He 
ain't a demonstrative man, but you can take 
my word for it that he believes there never 
was such a girl. I call her a toad, sir — s, 
toad. And I don't envy that poor little devil 
of a Montgomery." 

Little Montgomery, in the meanwhile, was 
deliriously happy and dangerously ill. He 
rarely left the tricky villa, and he spent his 
time watching for Evelina, who every night 
climbed out of the back window in Paulina's 
bedroom, slid down the rain-pipe to the dust- 
bin, and flew to her Lambert. Such things 
cannot be done for any length of time ; but 
Billie-boy performed this feat without let or 
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hindrance for at least two weeks. She 
would return before dawn, and sleep, as was 
her habit, till noon. But in spite of all this 
excitement the girl was wretched. Her 
nature was frank and reckless; hence her 
bold manner which more discreet young 
women considered scandalous; hence her 
ogling of strange men ; hence her 
questioned respectability. The twopenny 
damns which she did not care for this, that, 
or the other would have paid off the 
National Debt. So she longed to make a 
clean breast of the secret marriage, and strut 
about Gardsey in some gorgeous new clothes 
(which Lambert would give her), the heroine 
of a real romance. She was deeply in love. 
That wild little heart was caught fast, and its 
fierce fidelity to Lambert was as barbarous 
and shocking as her taste in dress. 

One night she bounced into Paulina's bed- 
room. 

" Paulina," she said, '* if by any chance I 
should not come back as usual, you will 
know that I am safe. I shall be with my 
husband." 

Paulina turned pale, and put her fingers on 
her lips. 

27 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



THE WORM THAT GOD PREPARED 

**Not SO loud," she said, **not so loud." 
She crept toward the door, opened it 
suddenly, and looked out. There was no 
creature in sight. She knew already that 
they were the solitary inmates of the house. 
Malevere was at the Club playing poker. 

" I am going to my husband," said Billie- 
boy, in a clear voice ; ** if any one wants to 
hear, let him ! I tell you that he is very ill, 
and it is my place to take care of him." 

" Not so loud ! " repeated Paulina, in an 
agony. " Not so loud, Miss Evelina, for 
God's sake!" 

Billie-boy went on : — 

" To-night," she said, '* I am going to tell 
him that this sort of thing is bally nonsense." 

Paulina wrung her hands. 

" Bally nonsense!" repeated Billie-boy. 

*'For the love of God," said Paulina, 
" don't bring my name into it. Don't tell 
your father that I have been taking letters to 
and fro." 

Billie-boy's thin lips curled up with 
contempt. 

*' I can face the music alone," said she ; 
" I am not working the coward trick ! 
Lambert can pay the bill ! When you have 
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got a man who will pay the bill you can 
snap your fingers like that — ^and that — ^and 
that!" 

And the next moment she was sliding 
down the rain-pipe outside Paulina's 
window. 

Malevere came home about twelve o'clock. 
He was in a bad humour, and he grumbled 
when he heard that Evelina had gone to 
bed. 

"What is this new fad about early 
hours ? " said he. '* They don't suit her." 

" The child is not well," said Paulina. 

He had observed as much himself. His 
biliousness was largely composed of an un- 
speakable anxiety with regard to Little Rat's 
altered demeanour, She was always silent 
and pale ; she spent a great deal of time shut 
up alone; she moped and seemed to be 
sulking ; she started when he spoke to her ; 
she no longer enjoyed the card-parties, and 
her cheese- omelettes were heavy. 

*' She is on the fret," said Paulina. " I 
should not wonder if some one had taken her 
fancy. That young Mr Montgomery " 

" Shut up ! " said Malevere, with a terrible 
look ; ** shut up 1 My daughter does not 
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occupy her mind with greengrocers. Go out 
of the room ! " 

The woman had dared to give utterance 
to his own suspicion. The poisonous fear 
had darted into his mind some days before, 
quite suddenly, when he was thinking how 
sick he was of Gardsey, and how pleasant it 
would be to take a little run over to France. 
Then — just as one may be walking in a 
pleasant lane and be surprised by a snake in 
the path — something clearly said to him: 
" Billie-boy is making herself miserable about 
Lambert Montgomery. She has heard 
about the woman at the villa. She is 
jealous." All the remarks made by Hard- 
wicke seemed explained. His child was 
being laughed at His child had been 
compromised by the son of a greengrocer. 
He lashed himself into a silent frenzy, which 
worked in his blood like some delitescent 
disease. A fixed and abominable wrath 
possessed him at the quick. It was not a 
thought — not an idea. It was a passion ; 
and when a real passion enters a man it 
drives the soul out, and that man becomes, 
for a time at all events, the mere gourd or 
the mere worm which God prepared — the 
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one to be destroyed, and the other to be the 
destroyer. Remorse, regret, despair, repent- 
ance, and the ultimate damnation or forgive- 
ness belong to a later stage in the drama. . . . 
Paulina's rash words did the final mischief. 
Malevere now felt such an active hatred for 
Montgomery, such a loathing, that his whole 
being was absorbed by one vindictive and 
malicious impulse. He crept upstairs to his 
room, and in passing noticed Billie-boy's 
high-heeled walking shoes placed outside the 
door as usual. He then walked on tiptoe for 
fear of disturbing her. 

When the clock at Lamberts villa struck 
eleven, Hartopp, his man, placed his medicine 
by the bedside and withdrew. Then Lambert 
swallowed the medicine in order to lose sight 
of it, and began to read Keats — a beautiful 
copy of Keats in a thirty-guinea cover. The 
windows of his room opened on to the lawn. 
He found it damp and cold on the ground-floor, 
but it was more convenient for Evelina — and 
nothing else mattered. He read, not know- 
ing what he read. He was listening for the 
rustle of skirts. When he heard it, his heart 
seemed to fly out of him. Billie-boy stuck 
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her head through the curtains ; then, with a 
scream of delight, rushed in to fling her 
arms round the sick boy's neck. He looked 
ghastly. The little countenance was bright 
red on the cheek-bones ; the eyes were 
glassy. Billie-boy burst into tears. 

** It s too bad," she sobbed. " Your own 
wife — not able to nurse you. I can't even 
pour out your darling, angel medicine. I 
hate secret marriages. They are tommy- 
rot. Have you coughed much to-day ? " 

" I forget,*' he said ; '* I forget." He was 
gazing at her face. Billie-boy knelt down by 
the bedside and took his hands. 

'' This can't go on," said she ; ** to-morrow 
morning we must tell everybody. I wish we 
could tell them now." 

** To-morrow," said Lambert; ''to-morrow 
— every one shall know it to-morrow. " 

*' Will to-morrow ever come ? " sighed 
Billie-boy ; '* I want to get it over. Be- 
cause there will be a scene — an awful scene 
I intend to stop here to-night. There is 
nothing like taking a plucky line." 

'*A11 right," said Lambert; "and then 
we can go to Italy." 

*'Oh, no," said Billie-boy. "I want to 
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see the new hotel at Cairo. But let me 
sing you to sleep." She bent over him and 
kissed his eyelids. ** What shall I sing.?" 

" Anything," said Lambert. 

So she sang a song which is not to be 
found in Rossetti. It was this: — 

"Lin-ger lon-ger Lu — cy, lin-ger lon-ger, Loo; 
How — I — love to Un-ger, Lucy — lin-ger lon-ger you. 
Lis-ten while I sing — ah^ pro-mise youll be true. 
Lin-ger lon-ger, lon-ger lin-ger, lin-ger lon-ger, Loo.^ 

There were two verses, and Lambert 
joined feebly in the chorus. He foi^ot 
Sir Tristram and Guiscardo and Tasso, 
while Evelina drummed an imitation of 
the banjo with her fingers on the precious 
volume of Keats. Tum-te-tum-tee-tum-/^^, 
tum-te-tum-te-/^^. The boy fell asleep 
laughing. 

" If I look at him he will wake up," thought 
Little Rat But her eyes kept wandering 
toward him till they were quite sore from 
being wrenched away. At last she put 
out the lamp, laid herself close to Lambert's 
side, and there slept like a tired child. 

They had been dreaming peacefully for 
more than an hour, when Malevere stole 
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into the room ; peered, and saw nothing 
but two forms on the bed — ^all he wished 
to see. He paused — but only to consider 
which he should strike first ; he must make 
quick work of both. It was quick work. 
One — two — three — four — five — ^six ; and now 
to wipe the knife. What could be better 
for the purpose than a drab's hair? He 
caught a piece which lay nearest his hand — 
it seemed to nestle in his palm — a living, 
loving sort of thing. Inch by inch his eyes 
travelled to the woman's head, half hidden 
in the pillow. With unknowing tenderness 
he turned it toward him. 

"God Almighty!" 

But the room was quiet. 

He saw a lace petticoat on a chair, a big 
hat on the table — Billie-boy was never tidy ; 
he had often found fault. . . . 

"Wake up!" he said, bending over her. 
"Wake up. I'll take you home: I'll not 
scold you. This shall be a sealed subject. 
But you must make haste. Thank goodness, 
your mother is dead. This would have 
killed your mother. Do you hear me? 
Come along! Be a good girl. Come 
along!" 
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He dragged her body toward him, and 
then — ^all at once — ^he knew what he had 
done. 

He struck out at the cruel air ; struggled 
and fought with it. When he fell, overcome 
his features wore the piteous look of a blind 
man terrified. Death held him by the 
throat. 

And the rest — what each one of those 
three thought and felt and said — was played 
out on the other side of the gulf impassable. 
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A PROVERB 

CLAUDE must marry," said Lord 
Avon: " At his age I had a family." 

"It was too young," replied his wife. 

*' I do not see that," said his lordship ; 
" what can you mean ? " 

" I mean," said her ladyship humbly, *' it 
was too young for me. I was a very young 
mother." 

'* Weren't you happy?" asked her husband. 

** Oh, yes," replied Lady Avon. " I love 
my children." 

" Then what are you talking about? " said 
his lordship. 

*' I forget," said she ; and, remembering 
her girlhood, grew silent. 

" Claude must marry," continued his step- 
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father. "As for a wife — I could find him 
a dozen in half a minute. The number of 
women who would make good wives is 
enormous. For instance " he paused. 

The straying breeze came through the 
window and stirred the leafy flowers, which 
pined in silver vases on her ladyship's work- 
table. 

*' I have at least twenty names at the tip 
of my tongue," said Lord Avon. His wife 
threaded a needle ; she was engaged at 
cross-stitch. This, and hymn-writing, were 
her favourite amusements. 

** I could mention fifty," said her husband ; 
''you know them as well as I do. . . . Just 
try and think." 

'* I am very fond of Minnie." 

''Yes — there is Minnie. 

" Minnie has been so admirably brought up." 

" And she has so much good sense ! " said 
his lordship. "How well she nursed her 
uncle through his last illness ! She is in- 
valuable in a sick-room. And she sings so 
nicely. That should appeal to Claude. She 
is strong and healthy, too. Good health is 
the essence of married happiness. If Claude 

wants beauty ^* 
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'* To my mind," said Lady Avon, " there is 
no one so pretty as Minnie." 

" And if he wants a figure " 

" Minnie's figure is remarkably fine." 
" True ! I never saw lovelier shoulders." 
" Should a young married woman show 
her shoulders ? " asked his wife, with an up- 
ward glance. 

" She needn't show 'em, but there is no 
reason why one shouldn't infer that she has 
'em ! I wonder what her uncle left her. 
There was a good deal of mystery about 
that will." 

•'It must be all right," said his wife, " or 
she would not live as she does, nor keep up 
the Villa at Kew." 

*'She must sell the Villa. There is 
nothing more demoralising than a suburban 
sear. One can always go there and sulk. 
Without putting oneself to great incon- 
venience. No: Minnie must take a house 
in Brook Street. Sir Thomas Gibbs was 
telling me yesterday that he would sell the 
lease of No. 60 for a song. And, as I 
happen to know that he is hard up, we 
would beat him down to something lower 
still. One point occurs to me. Claude should 

41 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



TIS AN ILL FLIGHT WITHOUT WINGS 

have sound moral influences around him. 
Is Minnie strong in her religious opinions ? " 

'* Minnie is the best of Church women." 

•'I hope she doesn't go to Confession. 
To see your wife whispering things over the 
pew-back to a curate is intolerable. I would 
sooner she turned a Roman Catholic and 
had done with it — I would, indeed." 

" Minnie," replied her ladyship, " has 
moderate views, and is even in favour of 
black gowns in the pulpit. I know she had 
a long correspondence with her Bishop on 
the subject." 

*'I am delighted to hear that. I never 
think less of a girl for being narrow-minded. 
The want of sympathy with unfamiliar ideas 
keeps a woman straight, when mere moral 
principles would fail ; and one cannot be too 
careful. Girls are so headstrong in these 
times. But why don't you invite Minnie 
here more frequently ? I have not seen her 
for weeks ! " 

" Because," replied her ladyship, " Claude 
says that she bores him ! " 

" Then why," exclaimed Lord Avon, **have 
you wasted all this time in talking about her ? 
How exasperating women are ! " 
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'*You asked me to mention a girl who 
would make a good wife/' answered Lady 
Avon; "and Minnie would certainly make 
an admirable one. If you had said " 

But, looking up, she perceived that she 
was alone. With undisturbed meekness, she 
continued her cross-stitch. 

" I wonder," so ran her mind, '• whether 
Claude would ever love any woman ? He 
is quite as selfish as his father was, and he 
is less domestic. Am I sufficiently strong 
to nurse a daughter-in-law through her 
disillusions ? Do I feel equal to that melan- 
choly task ? Many mothers shirk it : did 
any one help me? No! Tears were my 
alphabet, and I was ten years teaching my- 
self how to make them spell contentment. 
Do I wish Claude to marry ? Yes ; for a 
bachelor has an incomplete soul. Would 
Minnie make him happy ? She has a large 
lower jaw, and a very fine bust. But skinny 
women with weak chins are so much in 
fashion now ! " 

At this moment, the subject of her medita- 
tion entered the room. Sir Claude Caris- 
brooke was a handsome youth with a clear 
countenance, and a head well-grown with 
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brown love-locks. His eyes were dark and 
emotional — they did not flash — they uttered 
everything profoundly human ; his nose was 
aquiline ; his lips were full and roundly 
curved ; dark and perfectly arched eyebrows 
gave a peculiar intensity to his expression. 
His whole appearance was so romantic, that, 
on a hasty judgment, one would say that his 
destiny pointed to a commonplace career. 
Heroes are so rarely picturesque before their 
lying-in-state. Having kissed his mother, 
Sir Claude rested himself on an arm of the 
sofa, and hummed, in heart-felt tones, a 
ballad about last kisses and wild tears. 

** Claude," said Lady Avon, " do you ever 
think seriously of life ? " 

" Oh, yes," said Claude, " I am always 
thinking. In that respect, I am an extra- 
ordinary sort of fellow ! " 

**Then what is in your mind at present, 
my boy ? " 

He looked inspired. 

'*0h," thought his transported mother, 
" for the pencil of Correggio ! " Then she 
added aloud, '* What is in your mind, my 
boy?" 

'*I was wondering," said he, **why that 
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fool Barlow cannot brush a waistcoat without 
emptying its pockets on the floor ! " 

This was disappointing, but Lady Avon 
was a wise woman, and concealed her 
emotions — as well as her intellect — from the 
observation of male creatures. 

"Have you lost anything?" she asked 
serenely. 

*' I feel as though I had," replied Sir 
Claude, ** yet nothing is missing. When I 
woke this morning, I said to myself, * You 
will find what you are looking for to-day.' 
I have been uneasy ever since." 

" Have you mislaid a small blue card-case 
— because I saw this in the billiard-room," 
said Lady Avon, producing it from her work- 
box. 

" It doesn't look like mine," said he ; ** and 
yet '' 

The case contained a small photograph, 
which he took out and surveyed with such 
evident astonishment and curiosity, that, 
plainly, he was seeing it for the first time. 

"Who can she be?" he asked, after a 
thoughtful pause. It was the portrait of a 
young girl. 

" Some actress," suggested Lady Avon, 
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" Oh, no ! Look at her eyes ! Actresses 
eyes are always dusty. You would like to 
flick them with a feather broom. This is 
some one out of the common. There is no 
mark on the case. It must belong either 
to Randway, who hates all women under 
forty, or Purcell, who is engaged to a girl 
with big ears, or Agmont, who disapproves of 
marriage. They were all here last night. . . . 
She is very pretty. I like her short upper- 
lip." 

"It looks confiding," observed his mother. 

"How could she give her photograph to 
any one of those brutes ! " 

" I thought you liked them." 

'* They are well enough as men among 
men — but, what is this ? She has written 
something on the back. * Your devoted 
Eleanor.^ How careless to lose a thing of 
this kind ! One might almost use a harder 
name and say blackguard ! '' 

** Shall I take care of it ? " suggested his 
mother, as he put it into his pocket. 

'* No," said he, reddening, ** because I 
must find the owner at once ! " 

'* Wait," said Lady Avon, ** wait. I want 
a few words with you. You are now two- 
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and-twenty, dear Claude. At that age your 
father was a married man." 

** And he died young, too," said Claude. 
'* I intend to take more time ! I have no 
prejudice against domestic life. I wish to 
have a wife and children. But the more 
company one keeps, the less chance there is 
of one s falling in love. In good society one 
meets a great number of pretty women ; 
one soon learns how to preserve a calm 
mind in the presence of beauty. One can 
enjoy — without emotion and without scandal 
— all the pleasures of feminine companion- 
ship." He spoke smoothly; his cheeks, 
however, were flushed. 

"A fair face interests me always," he 
continued ; " grace of manner, distinguished 
accomplishments, attract my sympathy. But 
those things alone would not urge me to join 
my life with their possessor's. I seek a 
second self : a mind united to my own in 
every thought and impulse. Thank God, I 
have means. I may marry the wife of my 
choice. I should prefer her to be penniless : 
my happiness would be twice intensified if I 
knew that she depended on me wholly." 

His mother pondered over this subtle 
47 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



TIS AN ILL FLIGHT WITHOUT WINGS 

craving of the despotic instinct, and as the 
youth, blowing a kiss to her, walked out of 
the room, she threw a prayer, a laugh, and 
a sigh, at his light heels. The blue leather 
case now lay in a pocket near his heart He 
strode through St James's Park, and on 
toward Westminster. There at the sight of 
the Abbey he felt irresponsibly devout, and 
wished he were a better fellow. The House 
of Parliament, on the other hand, suggested 
mundane glory. Piety and ambition leaned 
over his drowsy soul, and kissed each other. 

" I will go away," he cried ; " I will leave 
the City and wander out, far from distrac- 
tions, where the air is free. I will go into 
the country and consider life. I will watch 
the sun rise, and learn the notes of every 
bird, and read the philosophers. I will wor- 
ship God in the daylight, and see whether 
love is in the sky. We have studied the 
love of earth-worms, insects, and plants : I 
will now seek for it among the stars." 

He hastened home to tell his mother of 
this resolve, but, on the way, he met a friend 
who had once been his tutor — a tall, hand- 
some man of clerical appearance and perhaps 
forty Aprils. The Reverend Peter Paul Sim- 
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well, Doctor of Divinity, had not been that 
godly vessel unto the destruction of God's 
enemies, which his eloquence, learning, and 
many good parts had seemed to ordain. 
His sentiments were delicate, but his senses 
were robust ; he liked short Sabbaths full of 
praise, and long glasses full of cheer: he 
preferred beauty before decorum ; the society 
of wits at a feast, rather than the conversation 
of fellow-labourers in the vineyard of the 
Lord. This was his reputation, and for a 
miracle, reputation and real character were in 
his case of fairly just agreement. Had 
substantial, ecclesiastical virtues been tacked 
on the hem of his garment, he would, no 
doubt, have excited the wrath of that 
common foe. Malice, who goes to and fro in 
the earth seeking out saints who must be 
tried. But Dr Simwell was, by universal 
consent, a sinner — not bad enough to stir 
up those shepherds whose flocks are entirely 
composed of the lost still to be found, nor so 
harmless that he could be admitted heed- 
lessly among milky-hearted ewe-lambs. The 
God-forgetting Peter Paul had heard but one 
reproach in his life, and that had been 
uttered by his grandmother: — ^' How art 
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thou fallen from heaven^ O Lucifer^ son of the 
morning! How art thou cut down to the 
ground!'' He had staggered forth from her 
dying sight, ashamed and in tears, and had 
preached such a sermon over her coffin as 
had not been heard in England since Jeremy 
Taylor mourned the Countess of Carbery. 
And for the two weeks following he held a 
Mission, and saved, by the example of his 
own conversion, some hundred wayward 
souls from abomination and the pit. Sir 
Claude had an affection for this inconsiderate, 
most unruly gentleman, and the greeting 
between them on this particular day was no 
less eager than usual. Before they had 
walked many paces together, Dr Simwell 
knew every secret in the youth's mind. He 
approved of his desire for complete solitude, 
and very kindly offered to join him in the 
wilderness. A proposal to which Sir Claude 
very gladly agreed. 

" There is a fine hotel at Varese," said Dr 
Simwell, ** not many miles from the Lake of 
Como. It was formerly the villa of the 
Marquis Cavalcanti : there are orange groves 
and lemon trees ; the nightingale sings every 
moment ; the cuisine is excellent ; there is a 
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superb yellow drawing-room, and a bedroom 
with the finest wood carving I ever beheld. 
From the balcony you can see the Alps and 
Monte Rosa. Let us go there." 

"By all means," said Sir Claude, with 
sparkling eyes. ** And now tell me the books 
I ought to read about the soul. We will study 
them at Varese. I love the name already ! " 

"My dear Claude," said Dr Simwell, **a 
philosopher who understands his carcass is a 
better man than the divine who dreams non- 
sense about the soul. This desire for 
immortality is but a sickly egoism. I never 
had it We are not all immortal. There 
are two deaths — the death of the body, and 
the death of the spirit. * Blessed and holy 
is he that hath part in the first resurrection ; 
on such the second death hath no power.' 
If your carcass is not sanctified, you must 
inevitably rot, like a drowned cat by the way- 
side. As for me, I do not wish my identity 
to be eternally preserved. There is no such 
thing as identity. We have each a body, 
and that is occupied by a plurality of spirits — 
some bad, some good. Ordinary beings are 
controlled by one demon at a time — one may 
visit you in the morning, another will take 
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his place at noon, a third may call you while 
you sleep. This explains what the ignorant 
are pleased to call the contradictions , in a 
man's character. Men of genius or un- 
common talents have more spacious minds 
than the herd ; they may entertain several all 
at once. You remember the distinguished 
woman who was possessed by seven devils. 
Her case was extreme, but she will serve as 
the Scriptural warrant for my theory. We 
all love the good demons best, and that is 
why they stay, as a rule, but a short time 
with us. Love and bereavement are one 
name for the same misery." 

*'My uncle, the Archdeacon, told me," 
said Sir Claude, " that love meant peace, and 
is the fulfilment of the law." 

Dr Simwell drew a wry mouth. 

** The Archdeacon," said he, '*is a discreet 
man* He never permitted himself to love 
his own wife till she was buried. But you 
know my opinion of clerics. No stage is so 
degrading as the pulpit, if you are driven to 
exhibit yourself there. You feel like Pontius 
Pilate, yet you must talk like an apostle. 
Your sense asks what is truth, while your 
tongue has to define it Truth! I have 
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explained it admirably a hundred times, and 
I have not the least faith in its existence. 
Life is a shell full of false appearances. If 
you crack it hard it breaks, and then there is 
nothing but an unsavoury mess! Virtue 
deceives itself : villainy deceives other people. 
I am therefore a villain ! As Amos said to 
Amariah, * I was no prophet, neither was I a 
prophet's son.' I am like that man who 
dwelt by a churchyard — the story is referred 
to by Shakespeare, but Shakespeare had not 
the courage to finish it. * There was a man 
dwelt by a churchyard/ said he, and, being a 
wise, great poet, added no more." 

At this point, the reverend gentleman 
halted, and surveyed the approach to Batter- 
sea Park. 

"Good God!" he exclaimed, **what a 
damnably dull landscape! We must leave 
England by the earliest train to-morrow 
morning! There is no poetry here. The 
land is full of female things perched on 
wheels : there are no longer any women to 
inspire us." 

Sir Claude pressed the blue leather case 
which lay near his heart, and his face became 
transfigured with hope. 
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'* I have an ideal," said he, blushing. 

**Ho! ho!" laughed the Doctor, '*how 
will you know her when you see her ? " 

" By her eyes," said Sir Claude, *'and her 
words, and her beautiful hair." 

** You would recognise her sooner by the 
freckle on her nose," said the Doctor gravely, 
which remark Sir Claude thought somewhat 
coarse. 

"Beware," continued the Doctor, "of 
worshipping false images — that is to say, the 
image of what is false. That is an idol 
which many of us mistake for the ideal. It 
is the ideal higher than life, the ideal created 
by lying sentiment, which has produced the 
hypocrite, and what the young call dis- 
illusions. Now look, I say, for the ideal 
created by wisdom and experience. There 
are no ideal characters in the Bible ; it con- 
tains the history of the Blessed Trinity and 
human beings — the good, the bad, the brave, 
the beautiful, the faithful, the unfaithful. 
When our Lord cried out, * Beware of false 
prophets,* He meant beware of false poets — 
the sentimentalists ! " 

" But my ideal is taken from no book," 
said Sir Claude, "she is a real creature.*' 
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"Describe her," said the Doctor. They 
were now walking towards Lord Avon's 
house in Piccadilly. 

"At one time," replied Sir Claude, "I 
looked for beauty only in any woman. If 
she was beautiful, I asked no more." 

" * He pulled out aplum^ and said^ What a good boy am !{ " 

sang the Doctor. "You wanted her to be 
all love and nothing else ? " 

" If she were not all love — she would not 
be a true woman," answered Sir Claude; 
" that goes, surely, without saying. It would 
be the first condition of her being even 
ordinarily pleasing. No, in addition to the 
essential feminine quality, I asked for per- 
fection of outward form." 

"At your age," observed the Doctor, "I 
was quite content with a girl who had brown 
cheeks and little or no hip. I often trudged 
twenty miles merely to pass her window, and 
I wouldn't do as much now for the greatest 
lady in Europe ! " 

" Just so," said Sir Claude, "that is practi- 
cally my own condition of mind. The face 
I have before me is not that of a goddess. 
There may be — there are — more beautiful 
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women than my ideal, but she has a look 
which thrills my souL If I met her I should 
be dumb!" 

" A great emotion cannot speak in common 
words," said Dr Simwell ; " that is why the 
heroes and heroines of tragic drama must 
talk blank verse, for, by being true to poetry, 
we are pardoned if we are thereby false to 
nature. Doubtless, if we could speak when 
our spirits feel the stir of our eternal wings 
beating at heaven and drooping toward hell, 
we should utter even diviner harmonies than 
any poet has yet made mortal." 

Here he missed his footing and stepped 
into the gutter, where a little dead dog lay 
soaked in mud. The Doctor lifted his hat — 

" ' Aufer abhinc lacrimas, balatro, et compesce querellas 
Omnia perfunctus vital praemia marces,'" 

said he. 

(Which, being translated, means, **Away 
from this time forth with thy tears, rascal ; a 
truce to thy complainings. Thou decayest 
after full enjoyment of all the prizes of life.") 

** Strange being!" thought Sir Claude; 
"he quotes Lucretius to a rotting cur and 
Mother Goose to a living man with eternal 
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passions!" For, while in essence his love 
meant an hour, in his expectancy it was ever- 
lasting. 

At this point, however, the reverend 
Doctor espied the white omnibus bound for 
Putney, where he lived. 

'*Our roads separate," he said to Sir 
Claude, " but remember Varese. If you are 
wise we shall leave England to-morrow." 

^' Au revoir^' said Sir Claude. "You will 
find me waiting for you at Victoria in the 
morning." 

The Doctor bounded up the steps of the 
slackening vehicle, waved his hand, and 
seated himself next the driver — ^an imposing 
figure against the swelling clouds of March's 
sky. Sir Claude hailed a hansom and drove 
home. 

Lady Avon was distressed at the news of 
her son's intended journey. But she wisely 
concealed her agitation. 

'* Dr Sim well is a strange creature," she 
observed to her husband ; *' he does not seem 
so holy as one would wish a parson should be! " 

"He has travelled so much, my dear," 
said Lord Avon, who was weary of his step- 
son's company; **one must allow for travel. 
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He will, I feel sure, exercise the happiest 
influence over Claude." 

Lady Avon's doubts, however, were but 
increased when, at the station, while she 
clung to Sir Claude's arm, and Lord Avon 
invoked God's blessing upon his excursion, 
she heard the reverend Doctor singing under 
his breath to a hymn tune : — 

" Aux fiUes de bonnes maisons 
Comme il avait su plaire, 
Ses sujets avaient cent raisons 
De le nommer leur pere. 



Quel bon petit roi c'^tait 1^ ! 
La, la!" 



As the engine shrieked, and the guard gave 
a signal, Lady Avon uttered a last question : 
"My boy," said she, "have you found the 
owner of the little blue card-case ? " 

" No," said Sir Claude. Her ladyship's 
eyes were brimming over with blind tears, or 
she would have seen a smile more disturbing 
than all the ballads of B^ranger. 

" It is an interesting fact," declared Dr 
Simwell, as the train left the platform, " that 
Almighty God seems to like widows far 
better than wives. The wives mentioned in 
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Scripture — from Eve down to Sapphira — are, 
with notoriously few exceptions, obnoxious ; 
they are always jealous or deceitful, or 
suspicious or mercenary, or unfaithful or 
intriguing. But the widows are invariably 
kind and lovely. It is a pity, Claude, that 
your mother saw fit to re-marry." 

**My father died before I was born/' 
replied Sir Claude ; ** she was too young 
and pretty to live a quiet life, and all her 
own. For my part, I am glad that she has a 
protector." 

" No virtuous matron should know more 
than one man," said the Doctor, ** otherwise 
she is apt to suspect that we are all alike! 
A gross fallacy ! A woman should be either 
the wife of one husband or a lady of many 
adventures. Believe me, there is no middle 
course. Let her have total innocence or com- 
plete knowledge." 

But Sir Claude, being young and ardently 
concerned in matters of art and inspiration, 
was reading what one poet had to say of 
another in that morning s newspaper. For 
these things, he thought, were serious, 
whereas the chatter of his reverend com- 
panion was light. 
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II. 

Who knows the beauty of Italy in the 
spring-time ? If it were told to those who 
know it not, it would, like the glories of 
heaven, be disbelieved. Sir Claude walked 
that land of love and sun in an ecstatic 
trance. Life and its common interests were 
far away. He begged the Doctor to spare 
him the sight of daily papers : the post was 
a vulgarity he ignored. He found it im- 
possible to write letters to his mother, nor 
could he bring himself to read the tender but 
homely epistles she constantly sent. 

" Nay," he cried ; "I will watch white 
oxen feeding by a stream ! I will stand on 
a bridge and look down into the clear water 
where rushes grow, and the pebbles lay like 
a floor of rare mosaic ! " 

" Your mother writes as though she had a 
cold in her head," the Doctor would say. 

Sir Claude would stride to the casement, 
fling it open, and gaze gloomily at the distant 
Alps. 

" Beauty makes us sad," he would exclaim, 
''whether in places or beings. Seeing so 
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much that is fair, makes one complain that 
there is aught on earth not fair." 

*' She urges you to try five drops of 
camphor on a lump of sugar ! " 

** O God ! give me patience ! " 

Then the young hero would awake to a 
restless existence; now seeking solitude, to 
find it the acre of mad emotions, now seeking 
company to find it but derision, brutality, and 
noise. 

*' O Eleanor ! " he would sigh to the portrait 
in the blue leather case ; " sleep is jealous of 
thy loveliness, and has not kissed mine eyelids 
since I saw thee ! Thou standest by the 
gates of the morning; thou art the keeper 
of the twilight ; night is thy prisoner. O lady, 
thou art fairer than any dream I ever had ! O 
human one, I will never call thee goddess, 
and so beyond my reach. For I am a man, 
and thou art in thy girlhood. I adore thee ! 
Nor will I look upon any creature till I 
behold thee — face to face ! *' 

There was a grotto in the grounds of the 
hotel, and here the distracted youth could 
sigh in peace, for Doctor Simwell's once 
mercurial feet no longer dared the damp of 
caves and fountains. 
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**That IS a very pretty woman on the 
balcony next ours," said the Reverend Peter 
Paul one day. " She is here with her 
married sister, an invalid." 

"Don't speak of her," said Sir Claude, 
**she does not amuse me." 

'* She walks on the terrace every evening. 
Her name is " 

** I do not wish to hear it." 

Some wandering musicians came into the 
garden that night and sang songs of passion 
under Sir Claude's window. He sat on his 
balcony, listening, and, to his discomfort, the 
young lady also sat on her balcony. Their 
shoulders all but touched. She sighed once 
or twice, and threw money, wrapped in 
paper, to the musicians. Sir Claude tossed 
a gold piece at their feet, but it rolled away, 
and finally lost itself in a small drain pipe. 

**You should have wrapped it in paper," 
said the young lady pleasantly. 

Sir Claude bowed without regarding her, 
and, stepping at once into his room, drew 
the curtains with a swift and chilling caution. 
Then, being alone, he took out a portrait of 
Eleanor, kissed it tenderly, and looked into 
its eyes. 
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"Oh, my ideal!" he murmured. "Bride 
of my soul ! Wife of my heart ! Where 
shall I find thee?" 

Dr Simwell came into the room smoking 
a large cigar. 

"That young woman next door," said he, 
" has hair the colour of ripe corn ! " 

" How insipid ! " said Sir Claude. 

" Her hands are small and white. She 
has grey eyes and a sweet complexion ! " 

" Leave me alone ! " exclaimed Sir Claude, 
hiding Eleanor's portrait. " I cannot trust 
my mood. I am not in the humour for 
conversation ! " 

So Dr Simwell stepped out on to the 
balcony. Presently Sir Claude heard him 
exchanging words with the young lady. 
Nothing was left for the baronet but to seek 
his hated couch, where he lay tossing and 
fuming, and reading poetry till noon next 
day. 

Then he arose, drank black coffee, and 
went forth for a long walk. Loneliness 
possessed him. Tears sprang to his eyes at 
the sight of a youth laughing. 

" That lout," he thought, " is happy, while 
I am already weary and foredone ! Am I 
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never to know sympathy ? Am I to be for 
ever desolate ? 

Suddenly he perceived coming toward him 
through the town a slight, fair youth, whom 
he immediately, and with annoyance, recog- 
nised as his friend. Lord Randway. 

" Claude ! " exclaimed the youth. 

** Harcourt ! " cried the other. 

" This is real luck ! " said Lord Randway, 
taking his arm. " I saw your name in the 
visitors' book at the hotel." 

" I never look at such tedious things," said 
Sir Claude. " What brings you here ? " 

*' My sisters," said Lord Randway. ** I 
am taking them back to Cadenabbia this 
very afternoon." 

" Indeed ! " said Sir Claude, greatly 
relieved, for he still dreaded any interrup- 
tion of his desperate mood. 

" My youngest sister is going to marry 
Fitzroy Davenant," continued Randway. 
" She came here to give his offer considera- 
tion. I am glad that she has arrived at so 
wise a decision. He is a capital fellow. My 
people like him. He has the finest shooting 
in Suffolk!" 

They strode on : Randway gossipy. Sir 
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Claude absent-hearted. His friends' interests 
had no sort of interest for him. At last they 
reached the courtyard of the hotel. The 
omnibus was there, laden with boxes, and 
within a carriage near it sat two ladies. Sir 
Claude would have escaped. 

'* Let me present you to my sisters," said 
the irresistible Randway. 

" At this eleventh hour it would be an 
intrusion," stammered Sir Claude. 

" Nonsense ! It would give them great 
pleasure. Alice," said he, turning to the 
elder of the two, a pallid person in deep 
mourning, **this is Sir Claude Carisbrooke. 
Eleanor," said he to the other, "this is " 

She lifted her thick gauze veil. Sir 
Claude beheld a pair of mocking eyes and 
melting lips. He knew them : recognised 
them. She was the ideal — the original of 
the portrait in the case ! 

" We have seen each other," said she, '* in 
the distance ^" 

O despair ! O folly ! O fates ! She smiled 
upon him : he touched her gloved hand : she 
drove away. 

" I say," shouted Randway, from the 
carriage window, " I forgot to ask you 
E 6s 
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whether I left a blue leather card-case in 
your room when '' 

'' Yes ! yes ! " said Sir Claude ; " it shall 
be sent to your banker's." 

'* O dust and songless birds ! O Italy 
grey and drear ! Thy skies are no longer 
blue ; thy orange groves are tawdry ! " 

" How I should enjoy," said the Reverend 
Peter Paul, who had been standing close by 
all this time, *'a glass of stout and some 
Chedder cheese 1 " 

*' O my beloved ! I lost thee ere I found 
thee / / saw thee and I knew thee not I " 

"When do you think of going home?" 
asked the Doctor. 

*• To-morrow," said Sir Claude, " to- 
morrow ! " 

"What has become of Minnie Brande- 
ston.*^" said the Doctor. "She has been in 
my mind all day." 

" She is a nice girl," answered Sir Claude, 
"My mother is greatly attached to her. 
I hope she is well. In the end, I dare- 
say " 

** I am delighted to hear it," exclaimed the 
Doctor grasping his hand. ** I could think 
of no one more suitable." 
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'' O my ideal! Bride of my soul! Wife 
of my heart !'' 

Sir Claude looked up toward the Alps. 
They had grown one with the sky. 

*' Yes," said the youth, with a melancholy 
smile ; '* it will, no doubt, be Minnie. But 
there is no God in Heaven ! " 

" Dear me ! " observed the Reverend Peter 
Paul ; " you must have forgotten to say your 
prayers lately! Let us go into the town, 
visit the churches, and buy Minnie a tear- 
bottle!" 

^^ O my ideal! O love for ever lost! 
Break, heart ! Die, soul ! God in the man 
weeps for humanity : Man in the God weeps 
for himself! O my ideal ! " 
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Acted at the St Jameses Theatre by Mr George 
Alexander, Mr H. B. Irving, and Miss 
Julie 0pp. 

AlsOi with the same caste^ at Carisbrook Castle^ Isle of 
Wight. 

PERSONS OF THE PLAY. 

The Countess des Escas. 
A Friar. 

The Marquis of Monfero, a Carlist leader. 
Captain Avion, a Carlist. 
Captain Sobrato, a Christinist. 
Bianca, an attendant on the Countess. 
Servants^ Soldiers. 

Scene. — Near Bilbao, in Spain. Period, 1835. 

Scene : A room in the villa of the COUNTESS DES 
EscAS. At back of stage three wide steps lead- 
ing to a door, over which is a large coat-of- 
arms ; the panels are covered with black velvet 
and immortelles : another door near this. The 
two divide, but not evenly, the back of stage. On 
R. a small altat with light set as a sanctuary 
lamp. On L., lower down, a casement window. 
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Countess is kneeling on aprie-dieu before the 
altar, BlANCA, the attendant, is watching at 
the window. It is clear moonlight without. 
Trumpet calls are heard from time to time; 
otherwise all is silent. 

Servant enters. 

Servant. [Announcing.^ 

\ A ADAME, the Marquis of Monfero. 
^^^ The Marquis enters^ a man about 
forty-five, in a long military 
cloak; he has a slight imperial 
and side whiskers ; a very pro- 
nounced Spanish type. The 
Servant goes out. 
Countess. \A beautiful woman dressed in 
deep widow's mourning. She wears a cross 
on a chain round her neck. Rising from her 
knees and giving him her hands.'] Ah ! At 
last ! What news ? 

Marquis. [Kissing her handJ] At present 
all goes well. 

Countess. Thank God ! 
Marquis. Before the sun has twice set we 
may see the King crowned. 

Countess. Don't speak the word. It is too 
fortunate. I fear to be glad — yet. 
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Marquis. The signal will be given at 
twelve to-night, when you hear Sancho and 
his young men singing under your window — 
and then — before the morning — we shall 
gather from every road and march toward 
the fort. We cannot fail. The fellows 
there are too well fed and too much bullied 
to have either stomach or heart for the 
fight. 

Countess. And have they no suspicions.^ 
Have you been careful ? The least word — 
the smallest sign is reported instantly at 
Madrid, and the clue, once given, has never 
yet been missed. [With much sorrow and 
emphasis^ There have been twelve generals 
shot like dogs. 

Marquis. Ah! you are tired from over 
long watching, and these prayers you pray. 
. . . \Sees that she feels hurt.'] Nay, we 
would not be without them, but they make 
you sad. And then, a fight can never 
happen so often that the sound of guns will 
cease to remind you of the most gallant 
soldier who ever fell in King's cause. 

Countess. Ah ! do not speak of that. 
[She glances up at a portrait which juts 
out from the wall^ near the altar ^ 
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as though it formed a V with some 

other picture. The face must be 

plainly seen by the audience. It 

represents a m^n of thirty-five^ also 

with an imperial and side whiskers^ 

with a military and raiher reckless 

air. 

Marquis. It was on such a night as this. . . . 

Countess. [In a low voice.'] Two years 

ago. . . . 

Marquis. [Glancing at sky through 
window.] With the moon and the stars 
like these. . . . 

Countess. [To herself.] That he said good- 
bye to me. . . . 

Marquis. And went forth at the head of 
the finest company . . . but I won't speak of 
that. Still, if we had a few more such men 
now. . . . 

[Sighs and checks herself. 
Countess. I shall never understand why 
justice should seem to so many people — so 
hard a thing ! 

Marquis. Ah, dear Madame, while you 
live and one remembers what you have lost, 
who would dare to be a coward? Be of 
good heart. Did the Count die for nothing ? 
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There is the Cause still — there is still the 
King! 

Countess, [Clasping her hands."] It is well 
said. No great sacrifice was ever made in 
vain. I always think that — I always tell 
myself that — when I walk in his room \she 
points to the room hung with velvet and im- 
mortelles] and see his uniforms, and his 
swords hanging on the wall, and all his books 
— for, although he was a soldier, he loved 
books. . . . Ah, Marquis, you always make 
me go back to these memories when my 
mind should be fixed on other things. It is 
true that he died, but he still lives. He will 
be watching you, perhaps, this very night — 
he will know now that his death was not folly, 
that his blood was not poured out merely 
to swell the river — that great, cruel, hungry 
river that goes out to the sea. \She wipes 
her eyes.] And when will the attack begin ? 

Marquis. At twelve. It is now eleven. 
If you could but sleep. ... 
. Countess. Sleep! 

Marquis. Ah ! pardon me. \He points to 
the altar where she had been kneeling^ If 
you will fight the powers of darkness there, 
we shall vanquish them without. 
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ICries are heard from the street, jeers, 
hoots, and laughter. 

Countess. [In terror.'] Hark ! what is that ? 

Bianca. \From the window.] Oh, Madame, 
Madame ! It is too cruel ! They are pelt- 
ing mud and stones at a friar — ^a poor old 
friar. The blasphemers! the dogs! the 
rabble ! Oh, Madame, see — I cannot look ! 

Countess. [To Marquis.] Not you — you 
would be recognised. [She rushes to the 
window and calls out.] Shame on you I A 
friar — a holy man ! [Shouts of laughter from 
zvithout.] Are you men . . . human .'^ [To 
Marquis.] How strange they are ! I don't 
know their faces. They must be gipsies. 
[She calls out again.] Stop, I say! [To the 
Maid.] Bring him up here to me. Bring 
him up. He must be protected. [To Mon- 
FERO.] This will show you to what our 
people have been driven by war and usurpa- 
tion. They have neither religion left, nor 
honour left, nor the barest charity. But it is 
not their fault. You know men by their 
leaders. [To Bianca, who is still hesitating^ 
Did you understand me ? 

Bianca. Not here, Madame ! You do not 
mean to receive him here.*^ I think he is 
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but a poor lay brother. He will be more 
easy in the kitchen. 
Countess. Here, I said. 
[BiANCA goes out. Countess watches 
anxiously^ and then closes the 
window. 
Marquis^ You have still great power with 
these people, Countess; they don't forget 
your convent and your hospital ; but for you 
that friar would have been old leather by this 
time. 

Countess. Are they not God's poor ? Oh, 
I am not angry — I love them well, but 
suffering has made them cruel. 

Enter Bianca and two old Maid-servants by 
cbor at back of stage y conducting a Friar 
wearing a Capuchin habit ; his robe is 
torn; he seems much bent ; is covered 
with mud; the upper part of his face is 
concealed by the hood. He bows very low 
on entering^ and kisses the Countess's 
hand. 

Countess. Alas! poor Brother! Pray be 
seated* That you should have suffered such 
humiliation ! 
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Friar. Ah, Madame, for what else was I 
born ? Y6t I felt it keenly, and I owe my 
life to your voice. 

Countess. And how came you in such a 
sad plight, Brother ? 

Friar, Well, Madame, I was, as usual, 
begging' from house to house, when sud- 
denly I found myself attacked, for no reason, 
by a party of desperadoes. . . . 

Countess. Yes . . . yes. . . . 

Friar. Perhaps it is right to say that I 
first accosted them. They were ill-treating 
a poor cripple. It was a case of eight against 
one. I ventured to interfere. The cripple, 
I am happy to say, escaped, but I think I 
met with rough handling. I dare say a bone 
or two is broken. 

Countess. Poor soul ! What barbarians ! 

Friar. I will be honest, and I will own 
that, knowing myself old and feeble, I became 
terrified. Their looks were death to me. 
They cursed God. They opened their 
knives. They forced the mud of the streets 
down my throat. " Spaniards ! " said I, '* ye 
are no Spaniards — you are devils ! " One 
struck me many times in the face, saying, 
" This is a cur of Don Carlos ! " 
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Countess. Ah, poor Brother, and what did 
you do ? 

Friar. [Casting down his eyes.'\ I prayed, 
Madame. And then, I . . . I . . . [he 
seems at a loss"] remember little more, 
Madame; I am dazed, I fear. Those hell- 
hounds \tke Marquis looks surprised at the 
expression] — those poor sinners, may God 
have mercy on their souls — they pursued me, 
yelling, hooting, blaspheming [shudders^ till 
you rescued me. Phew! that was an 
escape! \Tires.'\ But it shows the power 
of a woman's voice even over the most 
depraved. 

Countess. [ Who has seemed rather puzzled 
during this speech.'\ And what was your 
destination. Brother? 

Friar. My destination, Madame, was 
Portugalite, a distance from here, I know, 
but I have been on a begging expedition. 
My Superior is, no doubt, waiting for me, 
but, as my arms are broken, or, at least, they 
feel so . . . 

Marquis. {Coming forward^ Will you 
allow me to examine you.*^ 

Friar. You are too good. 

Marquis. [Feeling him. Speaking drily."] 
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They may be bruised, but there is a good 
deal of power there yet. 

Friar. Ah, yes, sir, in these days the 
Church needs muscle. 

[Countess gives an order to Bianca, 

who goes out^ and Countess comes 

down to Friar. 

Countess. You must have some food and 

rest awhile, and then some of my men shall 

escort you to Portugalite. But must you 

leave us to-night? Surely you will accept 

a lodging? 

Friar. I am all gratitude, Madame. I 

place myself in your hands. But when the 

street is quiet I must go. My Superior will 

be anxious. In half-an-hour*s time. . . . 

\An old Maid-servant enters with a tray 

of provisions^ which she places on 

the table. Friar goes over to the 

table, seats himself before the foody 

and begins to eat ravenously. 

Crosses himself before eating. 

Countess. [To Marquis.] That man is a 

spy. He has been sent here. We must not 

let him go. I seem to know him. I have 

seen him somewhere; I feel certain of it. 

He is neither so low as he pretends, nor so 

80 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



A REPENTANCE 

pious. I cannot believe his story. It is a 
plot to betray us all. He has been sent here, 
and, before he can harm us, we must place 
him under arrest. 

Marquis. But we must avoid any dis- 
turbance. He can do no mischief if you 
detain him here till twelve, at all events. . . . 
Afterwards we can make short work of him. 

Countess. I shall trust him with no one, 
then, except myself. Besides, who knows? 
— I may find out something from him. He 
seems a babbler. 

Marquis. Yet, on the whole, it would be 
hard to say what he is — if he is not a friar. 
He has a fine arm. He may be a gallant — 
doing penance. 

Countess. Did you observe how he 
avoided our eyes ? And how much more 
youthful his voice is than his back ? That's 
a rascal if I know one. Did you ever hear 
such a rambling tale "i 

Marquis. Friars always do tell rambling 
tales ! But, as you say, he can be happy 
here if he is innocent ; and, if he should be a 
spy, we must not run any risk. 

Countess. Do you go and tell Captain 
Avion to send six men here before twelve. 
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Marquis. But is it safe to leave you here 
alone till that time ? 

Countess. [Pointing to the dagger which 
hangs at herside.'\ I fear no one. Besides, 
he has not the air of a man who would strike 
a woman. And I am never lonely while I 
can see the face of Des Escas. 

[Points again to portrait. Marquis 
smiles and kisses her hand, glancing 
again uneasily at Friar, who is now 
drinking. 

Marquis. How many men-servants have 
you kept ? 

Countess. I have sent them all to join 
your company. 

Marquis. Who is with you, then, to- 
night ? 

Countess. There is Bianca and four other 
maids, and — the whole host of heaven. 

Marquis. [Laughs agoing I think you 
are right. The man may be a rascal, but I 
see no vice in him. He would not hurt you. 
He is drinking like a fish — in ten minutes he 
will be snoring on the floor. Good-bye 
again, dear Madame. 

Countess. I will not say farewell, and, 
after all, this man will distract my heart from 
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the thoughts that would be mine if I were 
alone — waiting for the first sound of the 
guns. 

Marquis. And the first note of Sancho's 
music ? 

Countess. Oh, yes. What is the tune } 
[Marquis hums an air from "Don 
Giovanni," and goes out. Trumpet 
call is heard without. 
Friar. [Looking up."] I have heard 
better buglers than that ! 

[Countess goes to the window^ waves her 
handkerchief apparently to Marquis, 
then wipes her eyes. 
Friar. You seem sad, Madame, but these 
are sad times. What guardian angel brought 
me to these doors ? I have heard much of 
your charity, your works of devotion, and 
how, since the death of your husband in 
battle two years ago, you have been ever 
faithful to his memory and your own grief. 
\Watches her intently from uncUr his 
hood. 
Countess. He died in a great cause. 
Friar. Ah ! I have often heard so. 
Countess. [Pointing to the portrait."] That 
is his picture. 
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Friar. [Rising and surveying picture^ 
Would so sweet a lady have loved a man 
who was all evil ? 

Countess. Did you speak ? 

Friar. {Rousing himself.'] I see his arms 
are over that door. 

Countess. Yes; that was his room. He 
was born there. 

Friar. I have heard that his mother was 
a saint. No doubt he inherited many of her 
virtues. [Going back to his chair at the 
table.] But a soldier^s chief duty is to break 
at least two of the Commandments, if not 
three. He has to kill and steal, and, for the 
benefit of his cause, lie, which is not a pretty 
calling, Madame. But we each have our 
vocation and our gifts. For myself, I am 
too clumsy a liar, too tender-hearted, too 
simple in my wants to feel much sympathy 
with the martial trade. . . . Pardon me, I for- 
get that I am addressing the widow of a hero. 
[He pours out some wine, crosses his legs 
in a very easy manner, and appears 
to find his habit irksome. 

Countess. You seem a philosopher. Brother. 
Do you ever think of either King, or 
Pretender, or Usurper? 
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Friar. Yes, often ; it is forced upon me 
in these times. One day my heart rushes 
forth to the Carlists; another day to the 
Christinists. Poor fellows! They are 
picturesque; their ancestors ruled over my 
ancestors. They fought for Spain, no doubt. 
They plotted and lied and loved and fought 
and stole when mine, perhaps, were doing 
the same thing, but less conspicuously! 
Then, I think, what should I say or do if I 
had been born an aristocrat ? 

Countess. Well, what would you have 
done? 

Friar Well, say I made my first entry 
into the world in . . . such a room as that. 
\Points to door'] I grow up. Three nurses 
watch me day and night, and, if I fall, a 
dozen fat footmen pick me up. I ride, I 
fence, I dance and sing, I play the fool, I 
dress myself up, I swagger, I brag, I am a 
dandy, I am a rake, I am a hero, or, in other 
words, an aristocrat ! 

Countess. [Sighing.] You must have 
seen something of life before you went into 
the monastery, Brother. 

Friar I did, Madame, I did. Well, say 
I reach the age of one-and-twenty. It is 
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quite plain that I must marry — marry a lady 
with a large dowry. I am lucky if I am 
given the choice of three. Shall I imagine 
myself, Madame, as a lucky or an ordinary 
man ? May I suppose that I have the choice 
of three ladies, or the choice of one lady — 
and a cousin ? We might say, then, that the 
cousin had a touch of the family temper, and 
the other lady a strong leaning toward 
religion. I am advised by my director and 
my tutors to choose the pious lady. I choose 
her. She is young, she is beautiful, she is 
rich, she is charming. She has, in fact, but 
one shortcoming, or, to be generous, let us 
say two. 

Countess. And those . . . ? 

Friar. First, she deserves a much better 
man ; and secondly, she is chosen for me — 
just as my coat and my boots are chosen. 

Countess. [Sadly. '\ Oh! this is a very 
common history you are telling. 

Friar. Ah, well, given those conditions, I 
maintain that a young man must get 
desperate. He grows up, and is doomed to 
certain opinions, to a certain way of living, 
a certain wife, certain principles. There is 
no opportunity for cfnthusiasm. If he join 
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the King's cause — if he die for it — it is 
thought no more than his duty. There is 
no one for him to meet because he has met 
every one worth knowing. There is no 
court for him to sigh for because he spends 
his days yawning there. But the people, 
who know nothing of all this, must win in 
the end. ... 

Countess. And why ? 

Friar. Because there are more of them, 
and they hold the purse! They pay good 
wages, too, and any noble who is wise will 
make haste. Time presses. He is a very 
old story to his own party, but he comes like 
a dancing poodle on a fair-day among these 
Republicans. If I were ah aristocrat I would 
be neither for Carlos nor Christina, but for 
the people — the trusting, simple, rich, 
enthusiastic people ! [Drinks. 

Countess. And did you gain this know- 
ledge for yourself. Brother ? 

Friar. Oh, no, Madame. I am a poor 
beggar. I go from house to house seeking 
crumbs and crusts. I haven't had a supper 
like this, nor talked with a great lady for 
many a year. You remind me, Madame, of 
a young countess I once knew. She was a 
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lovely creature. It was before I was a friar, 
and, if my memory is a little vivid, you 
must remember that it is a pre-monastic 
reminiscence! But she could not laugh, 
and that was a great drawback. Her 
husband . . . 

Countess. Then she had a husband ? 

Friar. [Taking more wine."] I could well 
believe, Madame, that had she been so 
minded she might have taken fifty. The 
one she chose was . . . not the one, perhaps, 
/ would have chosen for her. He was 
brought up in the way I have described. He 
was no angel — ^but, he had an eye for beauty 
— for purity. It is surprising, Madame, how 
much you resemble that lady. When I come 
near to you. . . . 

[Goes towards her and takes her face 
between his two hands. 

Countess. [Calling out.'] Oh, God! what 
is this? 

[Ife throws back his Capuchin hood and 
roars with laughter. 

Friar. Marie-Joseph ! You were always 
too serious! 

Countess. [In a whisper.] Is it you, Des 
Escas ? You I 
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\_SAe draws back and looks a long time 
at his face. 

Des Escas. [Trying to conceal his emotion.'] 
Good heavens! I never thought I should 
have to console my own widow! Have I 
changed so much? . . . [Countess throws 
herself into his arms in a flood of tears. 
Des Escas still trying to conceal his 
emotion.] Ah! I wonder why I left you! 

Countess. [Wiping her eyes.] But I cannot 

understand. ... I do not realise. ... It 

cannot be true. You are not . . . you. . . . 

[She looks at him again^ and again 

throws herself into his arms. 

Des Escas. Ah! my poor angel! Men 
must be men ! [Countess walks across the 
room^ drags down the black mourning 
drapery from over his door, throws it on 
the ground^ also pulls off her own widow's 
cap^ laughing hysterically as she does so. 
Des Escas, with a forced laugh.] What 
pretty hair to hide! [Takes a tress , kisses 
it — draws nearer to her.] Oh, I love you 
better than I knew! 

Countess. I knew. Our hearts were one, 
and all you felt, / thought. What need 
was there for words? 
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Des Escas. And yet we quarrelled ! 

Countess. No — but my spirit and yours 
were as the wind and sky — I was the cloud, 
you were the breeze. There was agree- 
ment even in our storms ! 

Des Escas. [Taking her hand.'] Am I 
forgiven ? 

Countess. [Tenderly.'] Are you loved? 
. . . But why do you live? How did you 
escape ? 

Des Escas. All that part is simple. / 
hate death. I had fought well in the fight, 
and I had a wound or two ... in the 
back ! [Countess embraces him again.] Oh, 
it is quite healed now, but I want you to 
know that I fought well. We were all 
driven down to the river — we plunged in — 
most of us were drowned. I was not. 
But, while I was in the water, my en- 
thusiasm cooled. I said to myself, I am 
perishing for an idea, a foolish idea. Who 
made the first King? Ten to one if he 
were not a Pretender. If I escape I shall 
join the other side. They are the stronger 
party, and you may argue as you please, 
but the King, sooner or later, must come 
from the side that is the more powerful. 
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All my comrades who were merely praying 
came to grief — I struck the land. 

Countess. B^t I was praying for you. 
You forget that. 

Des Escas. That was very good and 
wife-like, I owe much to it. But, to 
resume. I got ashore. I looked about 
me. I saw the enemy's camp in the 
distance. The wound in my back was 
very painful. I said to myself, I was not 
born to die like a rat. / hate death. . . . 
So I crawled to the enemy. I recanted — 
I offered the enemy my services. They 
accepted them and entertained me ex- 
tremely well. It was better wine than 
yours, my love ! That is very bad wine ! 
Well, as I tell you, I offered the enemy 
my services and they accepted them, but 
I did not give them my name. I reserve 
my name till their victory is established. 
Then, I shall declare myself, and obtain a 
a good post in the government. These 
fellows love an aristocrat They suspect 
already that I am nothing common. 

Countess. Is this the story. 

Des Escas. I believe you would rather 
be weeping now over your dead hero, 
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than listening happily to a man of good 
sense. 

Countess. [To herself.'] Traitor! Traitor! 

Des Escas. And now prepare yourself, 
my heart, for further news. I have been 
watching your career for two years now. 
It is heroic — but you will ruin me. I can- 
not permit it any longer. I come here 
to-night. I find that grand fellow in the 
uniform — Monfero. . . . Oh, of course, 
in all honour and chivalry and respect, 
but — my angel — my saint — you are plotting 
against the Government. I must forbid it. 

Countess. \To her self y wringing her 
hands.'] Oh, fool! fool! 

Des Escas. When I came here I had 
no intention of making myself known to 
you. Why should I spoil your unhappi- 
ness ? I merely wished to see a little of 
your home life ; but, good God I that black 
dress — that widow's cap I You look twenty 
years older. I could not allow a pretty 
woman to make herself dreary for my sake. 
No, it was not just. I have watched the 
sea change from blue — to grey: I have 
watched the trees change from green — to 
grey : I have seen the sky rose-red turn 
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grey — as ashes : I have seen the scarlet 
fields fade to the hue of dust : all things 
grow grey — life itself, you, Marie- Joseph, 
you, but that time has not yet come — not 
yet. [^Kisses her tenderly^ So pale. 
YouVe crying ! Why ? Why ? I am here. 
I am not dead. Why, then, do you cry ? 

Countess. Yesterday I cried about you : 
to-day I cry for myself! 

Des Escas. Ah well ! Women will . . . 

Countess. {Wringing her hands.'] Oh, 
you don't understand. . . You don't under- 
stand ! You played the spy so ill that 
they suspected you at once. 

Des Escas. They — who are they? Your 
maid-servant and those four doddering old 
women who b?:ought me upstairs ? TU wring 
all their necks. 

Countess. No, no. I suspected you — I. 

Des Escas. You ! 

Countess. They will be here in ten minutes 
to arrest you, and they have no pity — none. 

Des Escas. [After a pause.] But you 
won't give me up? 

Countess. Not willingly. 

Des Escas. Not willingly! That's tender! 
I thank you I 
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Countess. There is only one way — to say 
that you are on our side. Declare yourself. 

Des Escas. Not I. A man may change 
his opinions once, but scarcely twice. I 
won't do it. Let them come and do what 
they like. \The clock chimes. 

Countess. Ah, you don't know the danger 
as I do. \StuUlenly remembering his former 
story. '\ But who were the ruffians who 
were chasing you when I called from the 
window ? 

Des Escas. \Laughing.'\ Didn't they do 
it well } It was really inimitable. Those 
fellows would make their fortune on the 
stage. We rehearsed it all at the Fort. 

Countess. It was a trick ! 

Des Escas. No, my best life, stratagem ! 
You must learn the language of war. 

Countess. Ah, but you are always too 
light-hearted. You have flown into a death- 
trap. When they come they will listen to 
neither of us. They will doubt you — 
they will doubt me. In these times you 
can believe no one — trust no one. They 
will shoot you. . . . They will say that I 
am your accomplice. I would gladly die^^r 
you, but — to die as a traitor with you. . . • 
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Oh, I can think of nothing. . . . But, as you 
must die, let it be under the true colours. 

Des Escas. True colours! Why — I could 
close my eyes and swear I was listening 
to another pretty widow on the opposite 
side ! You all say the same things. Both 
causes cannot be right — one of them must be 
wrong. [Rolling up his eyes.'\ God must 
decide which ! But one thing is certain — 
there are no causes worth dying- for. 

Counters. \Persistently.'\ Your soul, Des 
Escas, is like the sea — as uncertain, as wild, 
as deep, as shallow, as dangerous, and as 
strong! Be strong, then, and I will not 
fear the rest. Your own strength can con- 
quer your own storms. The tempest which 
uproots trees and desolates the earth does 
not spoil the least wave of the sea. The 
sea will leap with the wind, shout with the 
thunder, lightning but makes it bright. Oh, 
but be strong then ! [Bell is heard outside. 

Des Escas. Hark! 

Countess. Was that a bell ? 

Des Escas. Who rang it ? 

Countess. \Placing her hand over his 
mouthy and glancing at the door in terror^ 
Oh, hush ! \Bell is heard again. Countess 
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flUs to the door and bolts tt.'] Oh ! I can 
think of nothing! But — wait — ^here is my 
dagger. Strike me with it — and I will say 
that you attacked me and escaped by the 
window. 

Des Escas. I would not strike you to 
save my life ten times over! 

Countess. [Bitter ly.'\ Do you think any 
knife could hurt me so much as the words 
you have been b«^ saying ? 

Des Escas. A sermon again ! 

Countess. [Kneeling at his feet.'\ I 
implore you to listen. If they see me 
wounded they will believe me. In the 
meantime you can hide there. [Points to 
his room.'] Quick! there is not a moment 
to be lost. Strike ! 

Des Escas. [Stooping- down and kissing 
her forehead^ You are a good creature, 
but that is impossible. If they come, they 
must come. 

[The tramp of feet is heard outside. 

Countess. [Still kneeling^ I implore you 
to go into that room and let me do what I 
can. 

Des Escas. [Sauntering toward the door 
and stopping at the table to take more wine; 
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hammering is heard at the door'\ My life 
has done nothing for you, Marie-Joseph, 
why should you wish to save it even a little 
while longer ? 

Countess follows him and half pushes 

him. into the room.. Countess 

turns down the lights seizes a 

dagger^ wounds herself on the 

arm, and falls on the ground by 

the window, as some men, headed 

by Captain Avion, rush in. As 

they enter. Countess raises herself 

on her arm. 

Countess. Ah ! you are too' late. The 

wretch has escaped. He went by that 

window. I tried to hold him — the coward 

struck me. [Captain Avion lifts her up as 

she seems half insensible^ Send for my 

women. 

Avion. But where is the devil — the beast ? 
Gone by that window.** That's impossible. 
\Looks round the room.l How long ago did 
he go? How long? 

Countess. I cannot say. It seems long. 

I must have fainted. It may be five seconds 

— or ten minutes — or even longer. . . . 

Send for my women. He went by the 
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window — ^he kicked me as he passed. I 
heard him drop to the ground. I should 
know him anywhere — a, brutal face, like 
a fox. He had red hair. He was not a 
Spaniard. Oh, the coward! 

Avion. [Looking down from the window 
at the height below.'] If he were a young 
man he might have jumped, but it would 
be folly to try and catch him now. At this 
moment a brawl in the streets would be 
fatal, and any information he may have 
gained will be quite useless. The attack 
has begun. 

Countess. It has begun. . . . [She 
staunches the wound with her handkerchief 
as she speaks.] Tell me what has happened. 

Avion. They are now making their 
way towards the Fort. The attack will - 
be very sudden. If we lose, all will be 
lost ; and if we win, it will mean complete 
victory. 

Countess. They say that if we can but 
take this Fort, every northern power in 
Europe will support us. As it is, they only 
want an excuse. 

Avion. But, for me, I think it unwise to 
throw so much on one venture. 
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Countess. Ah, have courage! But you 
will be wanted. Go at once — join Monfero. 
Every man to-night is worth a kingdom. 
See, my wound is nothing — it will soon be 
healed. [Guns heard in the distance and the 
sound of bugles."] I entreat you to go. I 
command it. See, there are four bells — I 
can ring any of them. I think I am more 
frightened than anything. I assure you it 
was the terror. [Laughs.] I believe it was a 
mere scratch. And in any case, our friend 
has left me, and it is always easier to jump 
down than to jump up ! 

Avion. Ah, Madame, you teach us all a 
lesson in courage. 

[Countess goes toward door as though 
she would bow them out. 

Countess. Lose no time, and God be with 
you! 

Avion. [Gives an order to his men and 
they march out: he lingers a moment and 
draws his sword.] To reassure myself, will 
you allow me to thrust this here and there 
behind the curtains ? [He rushes for the black 
draperies over the door where Des Escas ^.] 
Why, this has been pulled down. 

Countess. Yes . . . the nail grew loose. 
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On the whole, it is a good omen. I think 
it means that we must mourn no longer. 

Avion. [Laughing.'] Well, I never quarrel 
with superstition when it tells me pleasant 
things. You may be right. But, if there's 
a room here, I think it is certainly possible 
that the villain has escaped that way. 

Countess. [Putting up her hand.] Ah, my 
good friend, no one ever crosses that threshold 
except myself. It is the room of Des Escas. 
I keep the key upon my heart. 

Avion. [Bowing very /ow.] A thousand 
pardons, Madame. 

Countess. Oh, that is nothing. There is 

no harm in your looking under the altar 

table, and you might strike out at the 

curtains there. [Points to window. 

[Avion strikes the curtains. As he 

approaches the altar, he pauses before 

the portrait of Des Escas and 

draws a deep sigh. 

Avion, Ah, Madame, if he were alive 
to-night I should feel more confident of 
victory. [Countess hangs her head and says 
nothing. He strikes under altar with his 
sword.] No, the devil escaped by the 
window. You are right. Good-night again. 
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[Avion goes out. Countess bolts the 
door and returns slowly to the por- 
trait^ before which she stands with 
bent head. Des Escas at back 
cautiously opens the door and peeps 
out. He is dressed in his uniform 
and comes down to Countess. She 
does not look round. 
Des Escas. What are you thinking of, 
Marie-Joseph ? This silence has more in it 
than prayer — more in it than thanksgiving — 
more in it than peace. 

Countess. I do rejoice. ... I do pray. . . . 
I do give thanks to heaven. . . . 

Des Escas. Ah, but this is all on your 
lips — ^perhaps, in your heart also. . . . \He 
draws her toward him."] . . . Your eyes tell 
more. 

Countess. It may be that I think a little, 
too. I am thinking of something that man 
said. 

Des Escas. And what was that ? 
Countess. He said : " If the Count Des 
Escas were alive to-night, I should feel more 
confident of victory." . . . ^Passionately.'] 
Ah, it is God alone whom we may never 
fear to love too well — it is God alone who 
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never fails His friends — Who can never 
disappoint us in His goodness ! 

t)es Escas. [Slowly.'] And man alone may 
disappoint us in his frailty. When we are at 
our worst, we may still make amends. A 
man's heart wills all, hopes all, dares all. . . . 
[Takes her wounded arm.] For me — lAzs 
. . . and what — for you ? 

Countess. Grief. 

Des Escas. On my account.? Because I 
live? Because I love you.? Oh, on my 
soul, I have loved you. It may have been 
that I forgot to say so, but there's the truth. 
[He lifts her/ace^ studies it^ and turns away.] 
... I hate death. . . . 

Countess. [Slowly.] Death? 

[Looks at him with anguish. 

Des Escas. They will come for me. 

Countess. Who? 

Des Escas. My men. 

Countess. Your men. 

Des Escas. Yes, they will come for Mon- 
fero — that was the plan. They will come 
for him. They will find me. 

Countess. God ! 

Des Escas. I am going, Marie-Joseph. 

Countess. Where? 
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Des Escas. I am going to fight for my 
King! 

Countess. [Bitterly.'] Which King? Which 
Queen ? Which cause ? 

Des Escas. I will fight for your King — for 
your cause, for Don Carlos — for you . . . 
Marie- Joseph ! 

[Ife kneels at her feet. Bugle heard 
outside and men's voices. 
Countess. Hark ! What is that ? 
A voice outside. "In the Queen's 
name ! " 
Des Escas. [Rising.'] They have come for 
me. Are you brave ? 
Countess. God! 

Des Escas. They come ! One kiss. . . . 
Countess. God! 
Des Escas. Pray for me ! 
Countess. God! 
[A company of soldiers under Captain 
SoBRATO rush in. Some of them 
arrest the Countess and pinion her 
arms. Des Escas also is seized. 
Sobrato. [Presenting his pistol.] Are you 
for the Queen or Don Carlos ? 

Des Escas. [Drawing himself up.] I denied 
my King once. 
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Sobrato, [Still pointing the pistol.^ My 
commands are these. If for the Queen — 
there is promotion. If for Don Carlos — 
there is this. . . . Are you for the Queen or 
Don Carlos ? 

Des Escas. [Looks at his wife, whose lips 
move : she says ** Don Carlos," inaudibly. 
He looks at Sobrato and draws himself upJ] 
For Don Carlos ! 

[Sobrato takes aim and shoots. Marie- 
Joseph gives a piercing scream. 
Des I^SCAS falls dead at once. 
Sobrato. [Taking off his cap and bowing 
low.'] Madame, it was my duty — this fellow 
. . . [Goes to look at the body. 
Countess. [Fiercely.] Stand back ! Stand 
back ! I am his wife. 

[At this moment the students are heard 
outside singing the air from " Don 
Giovanni." 
Sobrato. [Rushing to window.] What is 
that ? 

Countess. [With defiance.] A song ! 
Sobrato. This is some signal — there's 
treachery abroad. 

Countess. I say, a song. 
[The men at a signal from Sobra^to 
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release her, and rush out. She 
staggers forward^ takes the cross 
from her necky places it in the hand 
of Des Escas. Then she throws 
herself prostrate before the altar. 
Countess. \As though praying.'] The 
strength ! The strength ! 



THE CURTAIN FALLS 
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Dedicated to my lAttU Boy^ 1896. 

THIS IS the story of Prince Toto, who 
thought everything hideous and every- 
body ugly. If any one said to him, ** Look 
at the sun sparkling on the sea," he would 
say, ** Don't be silly ; " and when his mother, 
the Queen, would say, ''Come and sit with 
me under this beautiful rosebush," he would 
get irritable, and reply, ** I would as soon see 
a radish as a rose!" It was impossible to 
please him. This was a great sorrow to his 
parents, the King and Queen of the fairies, 
because there were few fairies left on the 
earth, and they did not wish the last of them 
to seem so disagreeable. The King and 
whole court wondered what they could do to 
cure Prince Toto. 

Now in the land of Two Moons, which 
was the country adjoining Prince Toto's, there 
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lived a beautiful Princess. She was called 
the Princess Verbena. She was four inches 
high, and she had golden hair, and cheeks 
like pink geraniums, and eyes like field 
forget-me-nots. The whole world said that 
she was quite faultless. When Prince 
Toto's unhappy mother heard this, she said 
to the King : 

" Our son must see the Princess Verbena, 
and then he will surely admit that there is 
something worth looking at!" So they 
called the court painter, and he made a 
portrait of Prince Toto to send to the 
Princess. It was so large that eight grass- 
hoppers were required to carry it, and so of 
course the grasshoppers never admired it 
in the least. But the court ladies, who 
looked on and were beautifully cool and 
comfortable, declared it a splendid portrait ; 
and one, to flatter the Princess, pretended 
to be jealous, and drowned herself in a 
lily full of rain-water. She was saved after- 
wards by a court gentleman. But the 
Princess was just as pleased as though she 
had really been drowned — indeed, more so, 
for in that case she would have had 
to order court mourning and ride on 
no 
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bats instead of butterflies for several 
nights. 

** So you think Prince Toto is hand- 
some ? " said Verbena. 

" He is the pink of perfection," exclaimed 
all her ladies. 

**Poor Prince Toto!" said the Princess 
Verbena. " What a pity it is that he thinks 
everything hideous and everybody ugly ! " 

Then she called for her looking-glass, and 
all her friends and all her attendants told her 
how beautiful she was. So she accepted the 
Queen's invitation to spend a hundred years 
or two at the Court of the Rainbow. When 
they say a hundred years in Fairyland, that 
is merely out of politeness. The Queen 
would have thought it very odd indeed if the 
Princess had remained with her so long. 
Then Verbena ordered some wonderful new 
dresses. Some were woven out of moon- 
beams, and some were made of sea-foam, 
and some were made of flower-petals, and 
some were made of gossamer. There were 
never before seen such pretty, pretty dresses 
as those of the Princess Verbena. She 
called together her fifty - two court ladies, 
and started out on her journey from 
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the Land of Two Moons, which was her 
own kingdom, to the Country of the Rain- 
bows, where Prince Toto lived with his 
parents. The Princess was borne along in 
her chariot, which was cut out of a single 
sapphire and drawn by twenty butterflies, 
each more dazzling than the other. When 
the chariot and the butterflies pass us we have 
to close our eyes, or put up a parasol, because 
the light seems so great. That is why no 
ordinary boy or girl or man or woman has 
ever beheld the Princess and her court. 
The chariot was followed by a band of 
crickets, who played music like the flute, and 
a band of white mice, and a band of grass- 
hoppers, and a band of larks, and a regiment 
of love-birds, and a regiment of robin-red- 
breasts, and a regiment of small green frogs 
mounted on white doves, and a regiment of 
bats. Last of all came two black spaniel 
puppies with long ears, and they seemed as 
large to the fairies as elephants do to us. 
These puppies were presents for the Prince, 
and they were great treasures. Forty-five 
dwarfs, well armed with thistle heads, had to 
guard them day and night. Now, when the 
Princess was almost in sight of the Country 
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of the Rainbows, and was looking out for the 
Prince and all his men, who were coming out 
to meet her, she saw instead an old witch on 
the road. This old witch was sitting inside 
a scooped-out water-melon, and she wore a 
bonnet made out of a dried plum-skin. 

" Dear me ! " cried the Princess ; ** I think 
I know this witch. I will give her a present, 
and ask her to say nice things about me. It 
is quite as easy to make friends as enemies." 

But the witch knew just what was passing 
in the Princess Verbena's heart. So she 
came out of the melon and invited the 
Princess to step inside. Verbena was rather 
frightened, although she was far too noble to 
show her fear. 

" I don't want a present," said the witch. 
" I just want to have a talk with you." 

The Princess was most wretched at this, 
because she had always been taught that 
there was nothing more dangerous than 
talking. She offered the witch bottles of 
raspberry-vinegar, and syrup made of honey, 
and boxes of almond paste. But the witch 
shook her head and said : 

** No. I will have a talk or nothing." 

Then the Princess stepped out of her 
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chariot and followed the witch into the 
melon-house, which was yellow, damp, and 
most unpleasant 

** Now," said the witch, " I suppose you 
think that the wretched Prince Toto will 
take one look at your face and be cured." 

The Princess smiled, and looked so pretty 
that even the witch began to love her. 

" If you really wish to cure Prince Toto," 
said the witch, " you must give up all your 
beauty. Your golden hair must be green, 
and your pink cheeks must be blue, and your 
eyes must be yellow, like amber. And you 
must wear brown rags and march by the side 
of the puppies. And every one will jeer at 
you and mock at you, and when the Prince 
gets tired of the court he will visit the 
kennel, and tease the puppies and laugh at 
your funny, ugly face." 

At these words the Princess fainted 
straight off. But the witch fanned her with 
an oak-leaf, and she soon revived. 

**You must change places with one of 
your ladies-in-waiting," continued the witch ; 
" and if you honestly like Prince Toto you 
will not mind the sacrifice. He is a good 
Prince, but he is under a spell, and the spell 
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can never be broken until some one is willing 
to suffer for his sake." 

The Princess thought for a long time, and 
finally said : 

" Let me see his portrait once more." 

So the witch called the eight grasshoppers 
who were travelling in a special caravan with 
thie Prince's portrait. They all came into the 
melon-house looking extremely tired jand 
sick. And they stood in a row on the tip of 
their hind legs supporting the portrait of 
Prince Toto. 

"He is very, very beautiful," sighed the 
Princess Verbena. " Do look at his rolling 
eyes, and his pointed chin, and those splendid 
buttons on his coat! How well he turns out 
his toes ! how gracefully his hand rests upon 
his sword! It is enough to break any one's 
heart to think that he is so wicked." 

She walked up and down in front of the 
portrait till the grasshoppers nearly dropped 
down with fatigue. Then she remembered 
that they might be tired, and, being a kind 
Princess, she gave each one a small medal 
and her warmest thanks for their devoted 
service. After that she graciously permitted 
them to limp out backwards, carrying the 
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portrait on their wings. When they had 
gone she sighed afresh : 

** Which of my ladies shall I send in my 
name and dress up in my clothes ? " said she. 
** How about the Countess Cob-web ? " 

Now the Countess Cob- web was the oldest 
and plainest fairy in her court. 

*' Oh no ! " said the witch, " you must send 
the prettiest one of the lot." 

" How very annoying ! " said the Princess 
Verbena ; but nevertheless she called in her 
friend the Lady Star-light, who was almost 
as fair as herself The witch explained the 
plan. She waved her wand three times, and 
touched the Princess Verbena with a pink 
poppy. What a transformation ! Her moon- 
beam dress changed to rags, her golden 
hair turned bright green, her pink cheeks 
became pale blue, her eyes grew like yellow 
amber. The Princess looked at herself in 
the glass and burst into tears. But such 
tears! They rolled down her poor, blue, 
little cheeks — 3, radiant stream of pearls and 
diamonds, emeralds and rubies. 

" While you can shed such beautiful tears," 
said the witch, **you need not mind your 
green hair and your amber eyes." 
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But the Princess wept all the more bitterly, 
and the witch gathered up the pearls in a 
silver casket, and told the Lady Star-light to 
give them as a present to the Prince. Then 
she put Verbena's crown on the sham 
Princess's head and helped her into Verbena's 
sapphire chariot. And the Princess Verbena 
had to march in the rear with the puppies ; 
and all her own court, and her own regiment, 
and her own faithful crickets, and the eight 
grasshoppers, to whom she had but a 
moment before given medals, shrieked with 
laughter at her queer face and did not know 
her. They bowed very low to the sham 
Princess, however, and, as the witch had 
managed everything most cleverly, they never 
suspected that any change had been made. 

The sham Princess lolled back on her 
cushions, and pointing to Verbena, said : 

" I have bought this odd witch-girl for a 
slave to make my Prince Toto laugh. She 
is to take care of the giant puppies." 

*'What a capital idea!" said the Lord 
Chief Busybody, who rode by the side of her 
chariot on a small grey squirrel. " She is the 
funniest creature I ever beheld ! " 

The Prime Minister was so amazed at the 
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Princess Verbena's green hair that he rolled 
off his bird (he was mounted on a pink and 
white parrot), and the court had to wait for 
two whole hours while he changed his dusty 
robes. This delay put every one in such a 
bad humour that they forgot to laugh at the 
poor puppy-girl, and they began to say 
instead what tiresome, stupid, useless people 
Prime Ministers were. 

Now, in the meanwhile, Prince Toto had 
started forth to meet his royal visitor. He 
wore scarlet silk stockings, with golden 
garters, and his gorgeous uniform as a 
General of the great army of Imperial 
Wasps — the most deadly force in the whole 
of Fairyland. He was quite six inches high, 
and he looked very fine and fierce as he rode 
on a tortoiseshell kitten. He chose the 
kitten because she could not trot so fast as 
his favourite charger — a white rat But he 
did not like to seem in any great haste to see 
the Princess Verbena, which shows that he 
must have been rather anxious to appear more 
unkind and ungracious than he really was 
by nature. He was followed by the Imperial 
Wasps, and three thousand dancing stars, 
and a regiment of blue-bottles, and a regiment 
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of night-owls, and a regiment of young 
eagles. It was a most imposing train. 
When Prince Toto came within sight of the 
Princess and her escort, his heart began to 
beat, and he wanted to go home again. But 
he was too brave to own this even to himself, 
so he stroked the kitten's head, and said in a 
loud voice : " Never mind, I am here ! " as 
though she were the frightened one of the 
two and needed encouragement. The kitten 
was no fool and had always been in royal 
stables, so she knew what was expected of 
her. She mewed and mewed and mewed, 
and pretended to be terrified. This placed 
the Prince to a great advantage, and as the 
Princess's chariot drove up, he seemed to be 
calming the wild, obstreperous kitten. 

"How superbly His Royal Highness 
rides!" exclaimed the court ladies in the 
sham Princess's chariot. 

" What courage ! what a firm hand ! And 
what a spirited, dangerous kitten ! Oh, what 
a savage, peculiar, fiery, untamed kitten ! " 

They all gave little screams each time the 
kitten cried " Mew," and two or three 
swooned into the arms of the gentlemen-in- 
waiting. 
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But the sham Princess stood up and made 
a fine curtsy to Prince Toto, who, springing 
elegantly from the kitten, also made a fine 
bow. He did not think much, however, of 
the lady's looks, and was greatly dis- 
appointed. Nevertheless, he rode by her 
side, and they talked about themselves, and 
laughed very loud at each other's jokes, and 
were so excessively polite that the Prime 
Minister and the Lord Chamberlain thought 
it was a clear case of love at first sight. 
And when the Prince offered her a chocolate 
cream, and she gave him a macaroon, they 
all winked, and said that the marriage would 
surely take place the next day. But this will 
show you how mistaken Lord Chamberlains 
and Prime Ministers may be. 

At length they halted to rest on the top of 
a high hill. "I am certain," said the Lord 
Chief Busybody, who had been drinking 
more raspberry-vinegar than was good for 
him, "that His Royal Highness would like 
to see the puppies and the witch-girl." 

Prince Toto bowed very low in order to 

hide a yawn, and said it would be delightful. 

But the sham Princess began to get cross, 

because she rather enjoyed talking to Prince 
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Toto, and she did not want him to look at 
any one else, not even at the puppies or the 
witch-girl. But it was too late now to 
interfere, and the puppies were sent for. So 
the poor little Princess Verbena came in her 
rags leading the spaniels. 

" Good gracious ! " exclaimed Prince Toto, 
and smiled in earnest for the first time that 
day. 

"Isn't she a droll creature?" said the 
sham Princess. " I knew she would amuse 
you. And you can laugh out loud in 
her face. She does not mind. She is 
quite accustomed to it. In fact, if you don't 
laugh she will feel hurt and think she is a 
failure." 

So Prince Toto laughed for twenty minutes 
till his sides ached. He did not wish to hurt 
the witch-girl's feelings. 

" I have never seen any one so hideous," 
said he ; " she is absolutely frightful, and oh, 
so exquisitely ridiculous ! " 

The poor Princess Verbena said nothing, 
but stood there meekly while her own court 
and Prince Toto's court howled and yelled 
with merriment. Prince Toto knelt down on 
the grass at her feet 

121 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



PRINCE TOTO 

•'O Princess," said he (of course he did 
not know that she was a real Princess, and 
he called her this to tease her). '*0 
Princess, with the green hair and the blue 
cheeks and the yellow eyes, shall I choose 
you for my Queen ? " 

" Yes, please ! " said the Princess Verbena. 

How they all screamed at this comic idea ! 
Even the Imperial Wasps grinned, and the 
Morning Stars forgot to dance. They had 
never before seen Prince Toto in such a gay 
humour. 

**This girl with green hair," said Prince 
Toto, **is even more amusing than the 
puppies ! " 

And he kissed the sham Princess's hand, 
and thanked her again and again for bring- 
ing him such a new kind of present. Then 
the royal procession moved on, and the 
Princess Verbena was again sent away to the 
rear with the two spaniels. At last they all 
came to the ivory gates of Prince Toto's 
palace, and there stood the King and the 
Queen to receive the splendid party. It must 
be owned that they also were a little dis- 
appointed with the sham Princess, although 
she was pretty enough and graceful enough 
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to please anybody. But she was not so per- 
fect as the Princess Verbena, nor did she look 
like the portraits of her enchanting mistress. 

" Never mind," whispered the King to his 
wife, ** she is really very nice, although she 
looks bad-tempered ; and if her court painter 
has sent us too flattering a picture, we must 
nevertheless pretend that it does not do her 
justice." 

Then the Queen said it was a great shame 
that they could not get such a court painter 
for themselves, as she rather wanted her own 
portrait painted for the National Museum. 
The King answered that he might be able 
to bribe that very man. Under cover of this 
pleasant conversation, the meeting went off 
as well as could be wished. The sham 
Princess was charmed by her reception. 
She remembered the little casket which the 
witch had given her, and which contained 
the first tears which Verbena ever shed. So, 
as she wished to please Prince Toto till he 
was wholly captured by her amiability, she 
placed this gift in his hand. 

'* How odd!" exclaimed Prince Toto; ** I 
have never seen any jewels to compare with 
these. I wish you would tell me where I 
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could find more, because, on my honour, they 
are the only things which almost please me ! 
I assure you, dear Princess, I am strongly 
tempted to admire them. A thousand, 
thousand thanks!" 

But the sham Princess dared not tell him 
that they were the poor witch-girl's tears, so 
she declared that they had belonged to her 
royal treasury and were the last of their kind. 
Then the Prince sent a command to all the 
gnomes and elves, and sprites and mermaids, 
to seek through every mine in the earth, and 
every cave of the sea in quest of precious 
stones like those in the little silver casket. 
But they could discover nothing which even 
compared with the wonderful tears of the 
Princess Verbena. Prince Toto was so 
grateful, however, for the few he possessed 
that he rarely left the sham Princess's side. 
When they marched in to supper every one 
said that they made a charming couple, and 
evidently Prince Toto had at last seen some 
one whom he could call pretty. There were 
great rejoicings. They danced all night, and 
no one remembered the poor Princess 
Verbena, who sat all alone with the puppies. 
One puppy was smaller and weaker than the 
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Other, so the strong one had to let him have 
his own way in everything. The Princess 
Verbena used to say to the Little Brother 
Puppy: **Will you try your teeth on a 
biscuit, or would you rather bite Big Brother's 
ear?'' 

And almost every time the little weak one 
would reply that he much preferred to bite 
his big brother's ear. And the big one had 
to sit there patiently just because he was big 
and strong, while the little one gnawed at his 
ears. Sometimes, however, he would say : 

" I am getting tired of being strong, and I 
would much rather not be a big brother. I 
myself should very much like to try my teeth 
on somebody's ear. This is extremely trying 
and monotonous ! " 

Then the weak little brother would call him 
a selfish great brute, and bite him all the 
harder. The Princess Verbena often forgot 
her own sadness when she saw the suffering 
of the Big Brother Puppy. Yet she too was 
absurdly fond of the weak one, and frequently 
let him use his teeth on her own fingers. 

Now, when Prince Toto had danced for 
six weeks with the sham Princess, and had 
changed his suit nine hundred and ninety- 
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nine times in order to show off his fine 
figure, the Queen, his mother, thought she 
might safely ask him to fix a day for the 
wedding. But he was furious at the question, 
and said he had no intention of marrying 
*'such a little scarecrow." 

** I would as soon," said he, ** marry the 
girl who watches the puppies. For she, at 
any rate, makes me laugh. And she is so 
dreadfully ugly, poor thing, that she makes 
even the sky and the trees look pretty in 
comparison." 

" Oh, isn't this shocking behaviour ! " cried 
the poor Queen, who was tired out from 
watching the capers of Prince Toto and the 
court. '* What will the Prime Minister and 
the Lord Chamberlain and the Lord High 
Poodle- Dog think?" 

" I don't care a fig for the Lord High 
Poodle-Dog," said the awfully wicked Prince 
Toto. ** And you can tell the Princess to go 
home. I don't want her ! " 

The Queen had hysterics, and the King 
was so angry that he ordered court mourning 
and a picnic to the tomb of his ancestors. 
The Prince refused to join the picnic, and he 
went instead to the puppy kennel, where the 
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Princess Verbena sat alone on a broken pie- 
dish, crying most bitterly. 

And when the Prince saw her beautiful 
tears, he bit his thumbs with surprise. 

"Surely," he thought, '* those are like the 
jewels in the silver casket." 

He walked on tip-toe for fear of disturbing 
her ; and when she had wept herself to sleep, 
he crept up and gathered all her tears into 
his cap. 

" I shall make these into a crown," said 
he, "and it will be a crown for my Queen 
when I marry." 

So every day after that he walked down 
toward the puppies' kennel, in order to watch 
the Princess Verbena weeping. He used to 
bow with a great flourish, and say : 

" Good-morning, my lady Princess with the 
green hair and the blue cheeks and the 
amber eyes." 

Then she would laugh till the tears came, 
and, when she was not looking, he would 
gather them up. After he left her, however, 
and passed out of sight, her laughter would 
change to weeping, and the Little Brother 
Puppy would complain that she made him 
feel dreadfully depressed. But he liked her 
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tears all the same, and thought they were 
glass marbles for him to play with. 

As for Prince Toto — every one declared 
that he was greatly changed. He became 
more and more discontented, and people 
thought from his odd manner that he was 
hopelessly in love with the sham Princess. 
They did not know that he used to get up at 
sunrise when all the court was asleep, and no 
one could see him, in order to steal away to 
the puppy kennel, where poor Verbena, 
looking uglier than ever, sat patiently guard- 
ing the spaniels. 

" O Princess," said Prince Toto one day, 
"O Princess with the blue cheeks and the 
amber eyes, I do not laugh so much as I once 
laughed at your green hair. I hope you do 
not mind. I am afraid I have grown accus- 
tomed to it ; in fact — but please forgive me 
— I have almost made up my mind to like it. 
One gets very tired of golden hair and black 
hair and brown hair. But no one else in the 
world has green hair like yours ! '* 

She shed more tears than ever at this, but 

he was ashamed to pick them up. And he 

went away and danced more gaily than he 

had ever danced before with the sham 
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Princess, who now carried her head very 
high, and quite forgot that she was only 
playing a part Prince Toto did not go to 
see the poor little Princess Verbena for 
several mornings. Then he began to say to 
himself : 

** I wonder whether her hair is so green as 
I thought it was. I really must go and have 
another look.** 

So he walked down to the kennel. And 
this time he found her asleep with all her 
green hair hidden away under a ragged old 
cap. There were two tears on her cheek, 
and they were as bright as the sun. Yet he 
was afraid to touch them, and he turned back 
to his palace in a bad temper. But, to his 
horror, he saw all the court coming down to 
meet him. And the King and the Queen 
and the sham Princess screamed with 
laughter at the sight of Verbena and the 
puppies. Verbena woke up, but she never 
winced nor moved. She sang the puppies to 
sleep, because she did not wish them to think 
that they were being laughed at too. For 
the puppies were extremely sensitive, and 
they knew that if people had never been told 
that their long ears and short tails were 
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points of miraculous beauty, it would be easy 
to make a mistake and think them deformities. 
As soon as Verbena sang, however, they fell 
into a doze^ and did not trouble themselves at 
all about the sham Princess's giggles. But 
the more the court jeered the more Prince 
Toto sighed. At last he stamped his foot 
and said : 

** Where did you learn your manners ? " 

" Why," said the Lord Chamberlain, " we 
learnt them from your Royal Highness, to be 
sure. Who else could have taught us so 
well?" 

At this Prince Toto flew into a towering 
passion, and ordered every one's head cut 
off. Which was absurd, because the only 
fairy who knew how to cut off heads and 
screw them on again without giving the least 
pain had gone away for a thousand years or 
so to catch shrimps and learn how to ride the 
periwinkle. The Queen reminded Prince 
Toto of this, and begged him to keep calm. 

**You misunderstood me," said Prince 
Toto very savagely indeed — "I never 
ordered any one's head to be cut off. I 
merely observed that it was a good day for a 
lobster race." 
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When he told this dreadful story the 
Princess Verbena began to cry. All the 
court stared with amazement and delight at 
the sight of her beautiful tears, and the 
Keeper of the Royal Pocket- Money asked 
the King in a whisper if he might not send 
for a dust-pan and brush and sweep those 
tears into the Royal Money-Box. But Prince 
Toto ordered every one to return home. 
He himself went last ; and as he went, he 
threw a feather from his cap at the feet of 
the Princess Verbena. 

"The only real treasures in the whole 
world," said he, **are your tears." 

And then a marvellous thing happened. 
Verbena's rags changed to moonbeams ; her 
green hair became golden ; her blue cheeks 
turned pink ; her amber eyes melted into the 
colour of field forget-me-nots. 

And Prince Toto fell on his knees before 
her and said : 

**0h, I know that you are the Princess 
from the Land of Two Moons, and you are 
even more beautiful and more precious than 
your tears ! " 

And when the court and the King and 
the Queen and the sham Princess looked 
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round to see what had become of the Prince, 
they saw him riding away on Big Brother 
Puppy toward the Land of Two Moons. 
And the Princess Verbena — who was smiling 
— rode by his side on the Little Brother 
Puppy, who actually winked at the Lord 
High Poodle-Dog. 

"What disgraceful conduct!" said the 
sham Princess. " I have never seen such 
vulgar, ill-bred people ! " and she nearly died 
of temper. 

But the Keeper of the Royal Money- Box 
went into the kennel and carefully collected 
all the tears. There were quite enough left 
to finish the new crown, so it was made at 
once. And when Prince Toto and the 
Princess Verbena were married, she 
wore the crown made of her own tears. 
And Prince Toto was an excellent husband 
and a kind king. In the course of 
time he found much to admire in Fairy- 
land. He even learned to like roses 
very well, and he admitted more than once 
that it was not absolutely silly to watch the 
sun sparkling on the sea. 

The puppies grew up, married, and had 
large families. Hut the Little Puppy Brother 

132 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



PRINCE TOTO 

gets very angry indeed when his own puppies 
want to bite each other's ears. He tells the 
Big Puppy Brother that he, for his part, 
wholly fails to understand such unaffectionate 
conduct; and they have long conversations 
on the subject as they stand on guard outside 
the palace of Prince Toto and the Princess 
Verbena. 
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JOURNEYS END IN LOVERS 
MEETING^ 

PROVERB IN ONE ACT 

First performed at Dalfs Theatre, and afterwards at the 
Lyceum Theatre with the following caste : — 

Sir Philip Saupire . . Mr J. Forbes Robertson. 
Lady Soupire . . Miss Ellen Terry. 

Captain Maramour . . Mr William Terriss. 

Scene : Drawing Room at Sir Philip Soupiris 
flat in Kensington. Door [L.LE.] leading to 
Lady Soupir^s boudoir. Door centre. The 
room is furnished with great elegance; the 
lamps are lit ; clocks sofa, small chairs {to move 
about), looking glass, lamps {turned down), 
with yellow shades ; as curtain rises, the clock 
strikes one. Lady Soupire enters. She is 
in full ball dress. She walks straight to the 
mirror, studies herself, and does not seem 
altogether discouraged. 

Lady S. Ah, but I am tired. These 

^ All dramatic rights reserved. 
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dinners, where all the men are lions, and all 
the women nice, are insupportable ; yet the 
dance was like a fairy tale ; I forgot that I 
had ever been to one before. Lady Sea- 
grave's parties are always amusing ; they say 
that all the women who go there have 
admirers. Oh ! why is it so terribly wrong, 
and terribly pleasant to be admired? 
(Laughs softly to herself.) Captain Mara- 
mour saw me the moment I came into 
the room. And his look — I wonder whether 
he, too, like my husband, has a brilliant 
talent for infidelity ! At any rate, I am sure 
he had been waiting for me at least two 
hours. He dances well ; every one admits 
he dances well, that he has most agreeable 
manners, and a sympathetic voice. We 
talked on a great many subjects; he said 
things that — I don't think I encouraged him. 
I hope he will not imagine that I did. When 
he caught my hands and kissed them, it 
could not have been because they were 
pretty, for I wore my gloves ; it must be his 
habit. I told him how surprised I was that 
he should dare — then he begged my pardon, 
and there was nothing more to be said — on 
that matter ; the rest of the time he was only 
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telling me how he had always longed to love 
a beautiful being, and make great sacrifices 
for her. I fear it was wrong to listen, but 
yet it is so difficult to look angry and be 
severe when one is only — startled. Besides, 
I did not wish to go to that ball. I do 
not care for Lady Seagrave's friends, but 
Philip insisted, and what is one to do when 
one's husband insists ? It so happened that 
I enjoyed myself. I was admired. Oh, 
I know I was admired! Some married 
women grow old and cannot remember that 
they were even admired once — not even 
once — not even by their husbands on their 
wedding day ! {She looks in the glass again.) 
I like this gown. What if Captain Mara- 
mour did pay me a few compliments — ^he 
meant no harm. How vain I should be if I 
thought he was in love with me merely 
because he said so ! If he were, my husband 
would not care ; perhaps he would think 
more of me— perhaps he would remember 
the time when he, too, thought I was the 
only woman in the world. Of course, I 
could not expect him to be so foolish — ^and 
so charming — for ever. But even for a little 
while it was very pleasant. He did say 
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to-night that geranium was my colour ; it is 
the first time for four years that he has 
seemed to notice what I wore. I suppose he 
must say pretty things to some one, and Mrs 
Fairfax really looked so plain this evening, 
that it would have been impossible to look 
twice in her direction. Philip almost ignored 
her, and three months ago he was so 
attentive. I wonder whether there was ever 
anything between them. He said he was 
going to his Club; perhaps that was an 
excuse to see her home. If Lonly knew, if 
I were only sure, I would leave him to- 
morrow. Ah, how I once loved him, and 
how he once loved me. Two years of 
enchantment, and then a lifetime of etiquette. 
That is a happy marriage. He told me to 
wear my rubies this evening ; he wants the 
world to see that he denies me nothing, that 
he is very kind, that I have everything a 
wife could wish for. So my days pass, and 
when I go out with him it is only to meet 
women whom he likes far better than me. 
Does every love story end as mine has 
ended ? These light loves — do they endure, 
or if they fade, do they leave this pain, this 
doubt, this bitterness ? The women I saw 
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to-night : I wonder whether they suffer as I 
do. They looked so happy — at least, they 
laughed a great deal. If I had no scruples, 
if I were sure that I did not care for Philip, 
if I could only, make up my mind that I want 
him to despise me, if I were even — after a 
great many months — to listen to Captain 
Maramour, would time kill that love too ? 
The days are so dull when there is no one 
to tell you that you are pretty, when there 
is no one to say kind things, no one to look 
at your new gowns ! 

[TAe door opens and Captain Maramour 

enters. 

Lady S. Good Heavens ! You ? 

Mara. Ah, do not be angry, let me 
explain ; I felt that I must pass through this 
street if only to look up at your window. 
You see I am not my own master, I have no 
spirit, no will, no conscience, * no hope, no 
reason — nothing — nothing, nothing but the 
one desire to speak to you, to tell you 

Lady S. Oh, this is impossible ! Why did 
you come ? 

Mara. I could not resist the temptation. 
Your hall-porter happened to be dozing; I 
seized the opportunity and came in. I found 
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you had left the door open, I hoped it was 
not altogether an accident, was it ? How 
kind you could be if you only would. No 
one knows that I am here ; a few words, 
Blanche, only a few words. Will you 
listen ? 

Lady S. No! I will not listen. If my 
husband were to return, it would be im- 
possible to explain your presence here. He 
would never believe that you were not here 
at my invitation, or, at least, that I had not 
given you too much encouragement. And I 
have not, have I ? I told you how wrong 
we were at least twenty times, perhaps 
oftener. 

Mara. Your husband has gone to his 
club, he will not return for an hour, perhaps 
more. 

Lady S. An hour, but you must go at 
once, there is not a moment to lose. If 
he were to meet you on the staircase, he 
would suspect anything — everything ! And 
he trusts me at present {half to herself), 
I must remember that he trusts me. 

Mara. But do you not know how dearly I 
love you. I think of you all day. When I 
am with you I am mad with happiness, and 
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when I leave you I can only live by re- 
membering what you have said, and wonder- 
ing what you will say when I next see you. 
I am sure that no one has ever loved you 
half so desperately. 

Lady S. They have said so. 

Mara. Ah, they may say so — they may 
swear so, but do not believe them. (Taking 
her hand,) Blanche {seriously)^ have you 
ever travelled ? 

Lady S. Travelled ? 

Mara. Would you like to go to the 
Himalayas, or Japan, or Tunbridge Wells, or 
Venice, or — anywhere? 

Lady S. My husband is only well in 
England, and people would talk if I travelled 
about alone. 

Mara. Oh, not alone — with me. Look at 
me again. How lovely your eyes are ! Only 
say " yes." Come to-night Do not wait 
until to-morrow. I hate to-morrow. To- 
night, to-night, it must be to-night. I will 
worship you for ever. 

Lady S. Ah, you are like the rest ! I am 
to spend a week with you in Venice, and you 
will worship me for ever ! Your week would 
be more amusing than my eternity ! 
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Mara. If I seem like the rest, I do not 
love you like the rest. If I thought that 
any other man would dare to speak to you as 
I have done, I would shoot him ! 

Lady S. Do you find it so easy to forgive 
yourself ? 

Mara. I love you — ^that makes a difference. 
If one must commit a folly, one can at least 
do it with discretion — with every honourable 
intention ! 

Lady S. I entreat you to say no more. 
We are both too tired to think this — nonsense 
— ^amusing, 

Mara. Nonsense ? Do you mean to tell 
me that you were not in earnest ? 

Lady S. Do you mean to say that you 
even thought I was ? 

Mara. One believes what one wants to 
believe. 

Lady S. That is true. And I want to 
believe that you are a man of honour, that 
you are my husband s friend, that perhaps 
you are my friend too. I know you are not 
the only one to blame. I wished to hear all 
you said, even when I implored you to be 
silent. I was pleased by the attentions I 
found disloyal, and flattered by the com- 
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pliments I affected to despise. There is 
only one excuse I could plead for such weak- 
ness — only one excuse. And that is just the 
one I cannot pretend to. I do not love you ; 
I never can love you; I do not even wish 
that I could. 

Mara. [After a pause.'] I understand. 
But your hatred is more agreeable than most 
women's affection. This coldness is only a 
new coquetry. You danced several times 
with me this evening; we sat out three 
waltzes. 

Lady S. [Faintly.'] Two. 

Mara. [With politeness.] Three, I assure 
you. 

Lady S. What does it matter how long 
we sat talking, since I have forgotten ? 

Mara. Forgotten? 

Lady S. I beseech you to go. 

Mara. There is nothing I would not 
attempt ; there is nothing I would not sacri- 
fice ; there is nothing I would not do to win 
your love. Yet it is said that your husband 
is not kind to you. It is hinted that your 
life is unhappy. 

Lady S. Who says that ? 

Mara. The world. 
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Lady S. The world has a thousand tongues, 
and two thousand ears, but no eyes. It can 
see nothing, or it would know that I was the 
happiest woman in London. The happiest 
— ^the happiest — the happiest ! ^TAere is the 
sound of a heavy door being closed.'] Hark ! 
That is Philip ; I know his step, 

Mara. What shall we do. 

Lady S. Kill me. 

Mara. [Going to window.] I will jump 
from the window. 

Lady S. Your chivalry comes late ! Go 
into my boudoir : my husband will no doubt 
leave us in a few minutes, then I can let you 
out Here — this way — be quick ! He is in 
the hall. 

[Maramour steps into Lady S.'s boudoir^ 
she closes the door, throws herself 
on the sofa, and assumes an air of 
composure. 

Lady S. [Alone.] Let me escape to-night 
and I will never even speak to a man again ! 
To-morrow I go into a convent — a convent 
with thick walls and no staircase, and not 
too many other women ! 

Sir P. Ah, still sitting up! It was a 
pleasant ball, was it not ? 
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Lady S. Oh, a delight from beginning to 
end. [Hums dance music to herself. 

Sir P. I noticed that you were dancing 
more than usual. You see I was right to 
persuade you to come with me. Lady Sea- 
grave's is the most amusing house in London. 
When a woman has an unblemished reputa- 
tion she can know anyone, go anywhere and 
say anything, that is only the least of the 
many consolations of chastity! I am glad 
you were not bored, but you look tired, you 
ought to go to bed, why are you sitting up ? 

Lady S. I have only just returned. 

Sir P. Only just returned ! 

Lady S. A few moments ago, at most. 
William drove slowly. But you are home 
earlier than usual, Mrs Fairfax was not 
looking well this evening. 

Sir P. I only saw her for a moment, I 
went to the club. 

Lady S. To play cards ? 

Sir P. Yes! I did think of cards, but 
when I got there I did not feel in the 
humour and I refused to play. It is foolish 
to play when you are not in the mood. 

Lady S. And what made you out of 
temper. Mrs Fairfax.^ 
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Sir P. No, I assure you, I did not once 
think of her, would you like me to tell you 
why I left the club ? 

Lady S. [With indifference^^ You can tell 
me if you like. 

Sir P. That is not very encouraging. It 
was because — because I felt sorry that I had 
let you go home alone. 

Lady S. My friend ! O my dear friend, it 
has happened before. 

Sir P. Yes, but I wished to tell you that 
I was sorry. If I had known that you would 
be so indifferent, I should not have left the 
club, I should have enjoyed a game. Can- 
ning, Derlincourt and Bingham were there — 
all excellent players. 

Lady 5. It is not too late yet. If you 
returned at once you would still be in time. 

Sir P. Would you like me to go back ? 

Lady S. You must please yourself. I 
really cannot advise you. 

[He goes to the door; holds it open for a 
noment^ and then turns towards his 
wife. 

Sir P. Why cannot you advise me .^ Is it 
because you think I would not listen to you ? 

Lady S. Perhaps. 
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Sir P. l{ you think so you are mistaken. 
I should often be glad of your advice, 
Blanche. 

Lady S. About Mrs Fairfax's bonnets ? 

Szr P. No, I do not care what Mrs Fair- 
fax wears — I never did care — much — you 
were the only pretty woman at the ball to- 
night. 

Lady S. Oh ! I am glad you were pleased 
with me. 

Sir P. [After a pause.'] Blanche, is there 
any way in which a woman may tell whether 
a man loves her ? 

Lady S. Yes, if he is cold one moment 
and kind the next, if he calls her every name 
under Heaven from an angel to a scorpion, 
if he contradicts all she says, hates every- 
thing she likes, and likes everything she 
hates, and if he makes her life now a rapture, 
now a misery and now the weariness of death 
— she can make up her mind that 

Sir P. That what ? 

Lady S. [Mock heroic.'] That he worships 
the very ground under her feet. [Laughs. 

Sir P. [Earnestly.] Lord have mercy 
upon us. I believe you are right. [A pause.] 
There was another reason why I left the 
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club. I remembered that you did not like me 
to gamble. You always advised me against 
It, and — ^although to my misfortune — we are 
not on such affectionate terms as we used to 
be. 

Lady S. To your misfortune ? You say, 
to your misfortune ? 

Sir P. Yes, Blanche, to my misfortune — 
We were foolishly happy once. 

Lady S. But we are very happy now. 
Far happier than we have ever been. Think ! 
We have not had a serious quarrel for at 
least two years. I utter no more reproaches; 
I ask no questions; I understand you per- 
fectly. 

Sir P. But I was so much happier when 
you were jealous ! This indifference is 
misery. 

Lady S. It was not I who made the situa- 
tion. 

Sir P. It is true that we used to disagree 
— that I said bitter things — but quarelling is 
better than this politeness. 

Lady S. You see I am very tired. It is 
too late to talk, you must let me go now. 
Good night ! 

[SAe holds out her hand: he takes her in 
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his arms and kisses her. For a 
moment she seems to relent^ then 
she draws back. 

Sir P. How charming you look. You 
were the one woman at the ball. I almost 
regretted that I was your husband, for I 
wanted to meet you again for the first time 
— to ask you for a dance. You danced 
rather often with Maramour. 

Lady S. You insisted on my going to this 
ball, I suppose you did not expect me to sit 
in a corner by myself. 

Sir P. No, I was glad to see you amused. 

Lady S. Yes, I was amused. Captain 
Maramour is so witty, so sympathetic, so 
appreciative. 

Sir P. You sat out several wakzes with 
him. 

Lady S. I believe I did — two or three. 

Sir P. Three or four, if not five ! 

Lady S. I think 'twas three. 

Sir P. Tm sure 'twas four. [Pause.'] 

Lady S. Are you jealous .»* Oh no, that 
would be too wonderful, too absurd. 

Sir P. No ; I am not foolish enough to be 
jealous, but I cannot see why jealousy on my 
part should be absurd. After all I am your 
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husband and — ^and you know, I am deeply 
attached to you. 

Lady S. You, too, sat out many dances 
and showed marked attention to 

Sir P. To whom ? Women I never saw 
before — tiresome women whom I never wish 
to see again. You do not know how they 
all bored me. 

Lady S. They looked pleased, notwith- 
standing. The conversation did not seem to 
lag. 

Sir P. Mrs Fairfax — of whom you were 
so jealous 

Lady S. Was I ? I forget. 

Sir P. You cannot say that I troubled her 
long this evening. 

Lady S. That you should tire of her was 
only to be expected. But it is too much to 
ask me to accept your inconstancy for a 
virtue. 

Sir P. There was never any love between 
us ; we were only friends, I swear to you — 
I daresay I could prove to you that I am 
speaking the truth. Do you ask for proofs ? 

Lady S. [Passionately and weary."] She 
or another — what does it matter. I thought 
all such discussions were over between us. 
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We have agreed to live separate lives : that 
is your side of the house, this is mine. And 
yet — I, too, can remember how dear the time 
was when things were different, when it did 
not seem foolish to be in love, when you never 
yawned and I never scolded, when it was so 
charming to be here alone by ourselves and 
so detestable when friends came to see us ! 
Now, we need a crowd, or we cannot talk at 
all. Oh, I am very tired. Good-night. 
[SAe holds out her hand^ he takes ity looks at 
her.'] 

Sir P. Yes, you look tired, but — so 
charming, Blanche. Why are you so— un- 
approachable ? 

Lady S. I have been — in the distance — 
so many years. 

Sir P. I must try to win back your love — 
wonder if I shall succeed ? 

Lady S. I cannot say. Good-night. 

Sir P. It will be a long courtship. 

Lady S. Who can say ? Good-night. 

[SouPiRE turns to go. 

Sir P. \Tuming suddenly^ But you said 

years had passed. Not years, Blanche. I 

own that I have been to blame. I have 

been reckless, capricious, selfish — everything 
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or anything you will ; yet, on my honour, I 
have never loved any one but you. I have 
never even pretended to love any one. 
Years ! Two years at most It seems like 
yesterday. Have you forgotten the time 
when we thought only of each other ? Have 
you forgotten ? They were perfect days. 

LadyS. \^Vieldtng unconsciously.'] I thought 
you did not remember anything. 

Sir P. I remember all that concerns you. 
We used to sit for hours talking and reading 
in that room. 

[Points to boudoir. 

Lady S. Do you remember what we used 
to read ? 

Sir P. We used to read the poets — we 
read Tennyson's " Maud," and Swinburne's 
** Triumph of Time." You liked Tennyson 
best of all. 

Lady S. And so you remember ? 

Sir P. Yes, I remember the little book- 
case where the volume stood ; near the piano. 
I could go there with closed eyes and put my 
hand on the book — on the very page we last 
read. 

Lady S. You have not forgotten my room 
then ? 
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Sir P. No, I could go there with my eyes 
shut. The Tennyson is on the fourth shelf 
and stands between " Tom Jones " 

Lady S. ** Tom Jones ! " 

Sir P. '* Tom Jones " and Bacon's Essays. 
Am I right .> 

Lady 5, Ah, that is telling ! 

Sir P. U I can find the book may I stay 
then and read you a little ? 

\He goes towards boudoir. 

Lady S. [Starting up in sudden terror as 
she remembers Maramour.] No, I forbid it. 
[Stands in front of door.'} All that is past. 
It is too late. You have lost the right to 
talk sentiment to me.. I must at least enjoy 
the distinction of being the one woman you 
do not make love to. 

Sir P. Blanche, I did not think that you 
could be so bitter — so relentless. 

Lady S. You have taught me all the malice 
I know. Good-night! 

Sir P. It seems only yesterday that we 
came here first. Only yesterday, Blanche. 
But what a long evening between that time 
and this 1 Yet you are even prettier now 
than you were then. 

Lady S. Ah, is all this only because I 
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happen to look nice? I hoped it meant a 
little more than that 

\Burtes her face in her hands. 

Sir P. [Going to her and taking her 
handsJ] You will not say that I have lost 
the right to know that you are beautiful. 
Do you think that by hiding your face, you 
can make me forget it? Ah, Blanche, let 
me prove how good my memory is. Let me 
find the Tennyson? Give me one chance. 
I could find it blindfold. 

Lady S. [ With a sudden inspiration.'] You 
say you could find the book-case blindfold. 
[She takes a lace handkerchief from her 
pocket.] Could you ? 

Sir P. I could. A handkerchief is un- 
necessary. rU not open my eyes. 

Lady S. It is difficult to keep your eyes 
shut. You might open them against your 
will 

Sir P. [Turning for her to tie the hand- 
kerchieft That is true. I should like to 
see if I can find the book. I swear I 
can. You are tying that handkerchief very 
tight. 

Lady S. Is it too tight ? [Loosens it.] Is 
that better? 
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Sir P. Yes, that is better. 

Lady S. You are just opposite the door. 
You are sure you can see nothing ? 
[She opens dooTy Audience can see Maramour. 

Sir P. Nothing. All is pitch darkness. 

Lady S. Before I let you pass you must 
give me your word of honour that you will 
not raise the handkerchief. 

Sir P. My word of honour. 

Lady S. You give me your word of honour 
that you will not look under the handker- 
chief? 

Sir P. My word of honour. 

Lady S. You- are quite sure you cannot 
see underneath it. [Makes a gesture to 
Maramour.] 

Sir P. I can see nothing. 

[He enters. Maramour passes him with 
difficulty — at last manages to do so. 
Lady Soupire stands terrified. 
Maramour gains the door of the 
apartment, bows ironically, and dis- 
appears. Lady So\5vike, bursts into 
laughter and sobbing. 

Sir P. [Laughs too from within the room. 
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Comes out with book in his hand.'] I knew I 
could not fail ! [Sees her crying.] What is 
the matter, dearest ? 

Lady S. I am so glad — you did not find — 
the wrong book ! 

[Falls into his arms. 
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